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Post-threesome etiquette 


Author's Notes: 
The story focuses mainly on Izzy, Duff and Axl but Steven and Slash will be part of it too. 


Izzy's POV 


| hate drama and complications. These last two weeks have been a fucking series of drama and complications. 
Not all the time but most of the time. It was just supposed to be fun but for some goddamn stupid reasons, 


now its all going fucking wrong. Well, the main reason everything is going wrong is Axl, of course. What else? 


It started two weeks ago. We had been on tour already since a month or so. Things were going fine. The 
concerts were good and the orgarization of the tour was better than the previous one. It felt like we were a 
real band now that our first album was selling well. We had a small crew with us and proper management 
around almost full time. We were taken care of, we had someone help with our material and gear and all that 


stuff. That was awesome. 


On the bus, it was a fucking booze and dope party most of the time, till we would crash and couldn't take it 


anymore, usually more or less at the same time for all of us. We would the crawl into our bunk beds and fall 
asleep fast. There were six beds, three on each side of the bus. Steven liked to be on the top one, Slash was 
sleeping in the middle one and | was on the lower one. On the other side, in front of us, the top bed wasn't 
occupied, Axl had the middle one and Duff the lower one. Duff liked touring and life on the road except for the 
fact that those beds were a tad too small for him. When he was too fed up about sleeping with bent legs, he 
would sprawl on the lounge couch at the back and spend the night there, but it was not really much more 


comfortable, except for the fact that he had more legroom. 


Now back to the event of two weeks ago, when we have just finished a concert. | can't even remember where 
it was, just that we were driving South. Anyway, we have some free time that evening after the concert and 


before departing from the town to our next destination and we spend most of it backstage with groupies. 


We played a longer set than usual, thanks to Axl being in an oddly good mood that night and | think we were all 
a little tired so when we left the stage, we just grabbed drinks and sat on the few couches that were 
arranged in the party room next to the dressing room. None of us bothered showering but it didn't seem to 


be a turn off for all the groupies that came in a few minutes after we had arrived. 


An hour into the after party and Steven is banging his third girl of the evening already. Slash is too lazy to do 
too much and he's just getting sucked by a short blonde. Axl is in the dressing room with a girl and there is 
another dozen around, patiently waiting for their turn and hopefully be picked by one of us. This is nothing new. 
l'm thinking it is amusing and pathetic at the same time, but still somehow exciting. Once you're walking off the 
stage with the adrenaline still buzzing in your mind and your body, it doesn't really matter. Add to this a few 


lines of coke to wake you up and you're ready to go with anyone. 


| am getting some tonight for sure as well but I'm genuinely first enjoying a few drinks and cigarettes and l'm 
just taking my time to make a choice from what's available on the buffet. Duff is standing next to me, looking 
down at me with a mischievous smile. | don't know why. Its just so not Duff but he's high on coke so 
whatever. He raises his head and he looks at a pretty girl with long brown curly hair and smiles back at me 
tilting his head on one side to assess my reaction. | look at her and back at him and nods with a smirk. This is 
as unexpected as it can be. Slash and Steven are usually the tag-team specialists for that kind of thing. The 
only times I've done this is with Axl, and it's been a while now. Before we got signed and got a bit famous, Axl 
and | shared a girlfriend and we've had random girls or strippers together but not since a long time, even a 
few years. 


Duff walks up to the girl and leans over, whispering something in her ear. | see she smiles looking in my 


direction and | can only guess she must have said yes. Duff turns around and walks back towards me followed 


by the pretty brunette. 
"This is Sarah," he tells me. "Sarah, this is Izzy.’ 
"Hi," | just say with a smile. 


"So we go next door?," Duff tells me, moving his head in the direction of the dressing room. 


"Axl's in," | replied. "Let's go back to the bus," | suggest to Duff who seems to approve. 

| stand up and walk to the back door. Our bus is parked right across the venue's back exit, on a closed parking 
lot away from the crowd and onlookers. Our tallest and biggest roadie, Jim, who also serves as our kick-ass 
security one-man team, opens the door for us as he sees us walking out of the venue. Duff lets the girl climb 
up first, then me. The door slams shut behind Duff who is following me. Our girl walks up further and | see 
she's going to sit in the lounge at the back. She's probably been in a similar situation a few times. | stop and 
turn around to look at Duff. 

"You sure we're doing this, you and me?," | ask, double-checking he's still game. 

"Yep," he tells me with a wide grin. 

He's coked-up alright, probably more than usual. That might explain his adventurous mood tonight. 

Felt like doing something a bit different for once. She looks nice, doesn't she?," he says like an excited puppy. 


| turn back and look at her before nodding. 


"She does. So how do you want this?,” knowing from experience how it's done with Axl and what he'll like or not 


but not with Duff. 
"Huh... Don't know. What do you normally do? We let her choose?" 


| roll my eyes at Duff. He's a good guy, but now is not the moment to be a good guy. There's nothing like 


confusion, questions and hesitations in the middle of the action to kill the mood in a threesome. 


"We'll get her both anyway, whatever the order, or at the same time. Am not picky. But you tell her what you 


want, ok? You don't ask. And don't ask me, I'll improvise around whatever you two are doing" 


Duff doesn't reply anything but he agrees with a big smile. Now | have to say I'm kinda curious to do this with 
Duff. That's gonna be interesting. 


We join our guest in the back lounge of the bus. She stands up as we arrive. | pick up a bottle of Jack on the 
way there. 


"Do you want a drink?," | ask her. 
"No, I'm fine... I've had enough backstage for now," she says. 


She looks young but not too young, very pretty with blue eyes and long wavy brown hair till the middle of her 
back. 


"You did a great concert," she adds, looking at Duff. 


She's into him, | can see it. lm not jealous. By the time we're done, she'll be into me as well, | can guarantee 


that. 


"You're a very pretty girl," Duff tells her as takes her by the hand and goes to sit on the big couch at the 
end of the lounge. 


He wastes no time in further conversation and within three minutes we're all naked and getting into action. 
She's not shy and she seems already fairly turned on by the situation. | make her come with my fingers as 
she's making out with Duff and giving him a hand job. After that Duff takes her while she's going down on me. 
Duff doesn't last very long and I'm nowhere near where | should be when he's come so since he's still hard, | 
make her swap and | fuck her while she's blowing him. He lasts longer this time but still, 'm not done and she's 
not either when Duff's coming for the second time. So then it's just her and me, as Duff rolls away from us 
on the side of the couch. I'm getting more comfortable since there's more room with Duff around and I'm lying 
on the couch and tell her to straddle me. She comes in no time almost, screaming my name. | knew she would 
end up being into me eventually. Now she's done, | flip her on her back, moving on top of her to finish and 
finally come. | notice that Duff hasn't missed a moment of the show we've put on for him at the end. 


Fuck, that was exhausting but worth the energy. | don't know how long we've been busy with this girl but it 
was hot to see Duff banging her. | could do with a couple of lines but | know | should not because l'm never 


gonna sleep then. I'll wait till she's gone and will fix myself. That's a better plan to spend a good night. 


Sarah takes a few minutes to emerge from her own high. She sits up on the couch and looks at us with a 


smile. 
"Still not thirsty?," | ask her as she stands up and stretches. 
"| don't like whisky, but thanks," she tells me. 


"They'll have anything else you want at the bar inside," | tell her, waving my hand up towards the venue out 
there and hoping she gets the clue that the party's over now here as far as she's concerned. 


This part can get awkward sometimes, if a groupie wants to hang around longer but fortunately, this one does 
get the hint and | see she's slowly putting her clothes back on, under Duff's attentive eyes. | can see he's stil 
enjoying the sight. She was very pretty indeed and she did give us all she had, no complains there, but you 
can't afford to be too nice with these girls because its always misinterpreted so you learn pretty quickly 
what to do or not and what to say. Basically, don't say anything once you're done with the sex part, besides 
the bare minimum necessary, which is my natural mode anyway. Makes you look mysterious and all that shit 


girls supposedly like and it saves you the trouble of unpleasant discussions. 


Once she's fully dressed up and has tried to rearrange her hair, Duff, being the fucking gentleman that he is, 


even when he's drunk and on drugs apparently, quickly puts his boxers back on and takes it upon himself to 
walk the girl out to the bus door after she dressed up. I'm laughing at his improbable good manners when he 
walks back in the lounge where l'm still lying, naked and probably looking like I'm not giving a fuck 

"What?", he says as he sees me laughing. 


"Nothing", | shake my head still chuckling. "You're such a miss congeniality, Duff.. [ts endearing, really." 


"My mom taught me to be nice with girls, always", he answers picking up a cigarette from the pack that is on 


the table. 

"Not sure she had in mind post-threesome etiquette when she told you that, but she taught you well.” 

| gesture my hand towards the pack of cigarettes that is out of my reach on the table. | don't feel like moving. 
Duff leans towards me and hands me over the one he was already smoking and then takes another one for 
him. 

"Thanks", | say. 

He grabs a bottle of vodka before coming to sit next to me, his shoulder touching mine. 

"That was cool", he says without watching me. "I had never done that, you know?" 


| know. Then why tonight?", | ask, still curious. 


"Don't know. As | said, | saw you sitting backstage all cool and.. | know you and Axl did it so you'd maybe say 


yes if | would propose." 
| take a few drags on the cigarette and slowly let smoke out trying to make little circles. | can never manage 


to do it right. Its irritating. Slash can do it well. He should teach me. We have fucking hours of bus ride 


tomorrow; That will be a good way to kill some time. 
"You looked good", Duff says. 

his remark takes me away from my smoking musings. 
"When?", | ask not sure what he's referring to. 


"When she was blowing you.. You were standing there and jerked your head back, like you do on stage when 


you play sometimes... You looked good” 


| chuckle at the compliment. 


"Well, thanks. | suppose | should be glad | look like I'm getting off when I'm playing on stage." 
"Come on, | mean.. When you lose yourself. You look less controlled. Its a good look on you.” 


We're still sitting next to each other but looking in opposite directions, my right shoulder touching his left one. 
| move my head on the right a little and find his. | rewind the film of our groupie session a moment ago and 


how Duff looked 
"| liked to watch you fuck her too. l'm sure | enjoyed it as much as she did’, | tell him. 

Duff suddenly sits up straight and | almost fall on the couch, realizing | was heavily leaning against him now. 
'Heyl," | protest but he clearly doesn't pay attention to me. 

"What do you mean with that?", he says looking at me with a question mark on his face. 


| am not sure what more to tell him because | did not mean anything further beyond what | said and | don't 


see why he's wondering about it so | just smirk at him and sit up in order to start picking up my clothes. 
"Whatever you want it to mean, Duff." 
| leave him in the back lounge and drop my clothes on my bed before walking into the small shower room. The 


others will probably soon be back on the bus and we'll leave. | wanna get clean and shoot up, then go to bed, 


preferably continuing what we did tonight in my dreams. 


Naked girls, Godzilla and the Loch Ness Monster 


Duff's POV 


Its been three days since that night with Izzy and the groupie. | haven't talked about it with the others. I'm 
not like Steven and Slash who are regularly bragging about where they've put their dicks and in which position 
and how many times and so on, and Izzy is definitely not the type of guy who gives details. He's Mr. No 
Comments in that department. | also haven't talked about it with Izzy only. | mean, there really isn't anything 
to talk about, right? It had been fun and hot and | liked it, a lot, but that was it. Getting laid after the show 
isn't anything to write home about for any of us. So even if | am thinking about it again, | am keeping my 
thoughts to myself. Truthfully, | can't quite understand why it turned me on that much and that's why | stil 
think about it. Is it because | was with Izzy and | have a kind of exhibitionist side to myself that | don't know 
about or | enjoyed it more because | could get to see him fuck a girl, which makes me a voyeur? Maybe both? 
| know | had been drinking that night but | always do so that doesn't alter my way of thinking, or rather, my 
way of thinking is perpetually altered so that is a neutral factor in the threesome equation Perhaps it was the 
coke that made it all more exciting. I'm always way more horny with coke. That's a normal side effect. Most 


likely that is why that night has left an impression on me. That and the novelty, of course. 


We arrived at the venue we're playing tonight and tomorrow a few hours ago. Slash and Izzy disappeared 
together right after the bus stopped | have no clue where they are but | suspect a scoring mission is on 
their agenda. Axl and Steven have been inside the venue to see the place. 


| am thinking about all that sitting and smoking in the bus by myself. That's when | see Axl walking in. He 


checks around the beds and then in the bathroom before making his way towards the back to join me. 


"Hey! What's up?," | ask him wondering why he's checking every corner of the bus like he's looking if someone 
is hiding. "Looking for something?" 


"Nah. Just making sure we're alone." 

l'm about to make a joke out of that remark, like he wants some alone romantic time with me only, but | see 
his face is pretty serious when he stands in front of me, arms crossed over his chest, so it's not the right 
moment for a joke. 


"Problem with the venue?," | inquire. 


"l'm not here to talk about the venue. I'm here to talk about your little experimentation of a few nights ago," 


Axl tells me. 


| gives him a quizzical look. Although I'm guessing what he's alluding at, I'm caught off balance that he knows 
and I'm even more surprised he's talking to me about it out of the blue. Anyway, on the slim chance that he 


may actually be referring to something else completely, | decide to play dumb. l'm blond after all. | can try, 


right? 
"Experimentation?,” | repeat, trying to sound as innocent and casual as | can 


"You, Izzy and the groupie," he continues on a pretty dry tone, which leads me to believe that he's not looking 
for juicy details. 


"Ah... that," | acknowledge, thinking there's no point denying now. 


At the same time that | say that, | feel my cheeks getting hot and | fear I'm blushing a bit. | wonder why but 


| manage to regain composure fast, hoping that Axl didn't see it. 
"And what about it?", | ask while | try to hide behind a big puff of cigarette smoke. 


"Next time you feel like sharing, invite Steven or Slash, ok? Leave Izzy out of this type of stuff, thanks", Axl 


states. 

"Huh.. He was in agreement, you know." 

‘I'm sure he was," Axl replies with a half smirk "That's not the point. He doesn't need that, ok?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"What | said, Duff, just don't ask him again, got it? By the way, do you know where he is?" 

"Izzy? No, he left with Slash a while ago when we arrived. | think they took a cab to go downtown" 

And without much more explanations, Axl turns around and leaves. 

Wow. That was bizarre. l'm scratching my head and wondering what on earth may have gone through Axl's 
mind for telling me this. As far as | know, Axl never said anything of that sort to Steven or Slash. Actually, 
whenever Steven feels like recalling one of their nights, Axl is not being shy about it and he laughs and enjoys 
the details. So what was this and why did he say something like that to me about Izzy? Maybe something 
happened when he and Izzy did share a girl and there was a problem? Izzy did seem pretty at ease a few 
nights ago and he didn't say anything after. And how does Axl know anyway? Did Izzy tell him? | guess Izzy 
would have told me if he had told Axl. But they're best friends, so maybe they tell each other everything all 
the time? 

Damn! Talking about the devil, a moment later, I'm still processing what Axl just told me and Izzy and Slash 
walk back into the bus with a big bag of groceries and other things they must have bought in the afternoon 


Slash's talking and laughing and Izzy is following him with a faint smile. 


"What are you doing?," Slash asks me. 


"Not much.. Just nothing. We have sound check in 30 minutes," | reply to him. 


| feel | start blushing again and | really don't know why because there is no reason for this. I'm just talking to 
Slash. Izzy is with him but he doesn't know what Axl came to talk to me about so | tell myself to just relax. 


"Good we're back huh?," Slash replies, oblivious to my confusion, thankfully, and to what time of the day it is 
already. "Hey, look what we found while shopping downtown!" 


Slash rummages through the plastic bag which is full of junk food but also contains a few t-shirts. He unfolds 
one of them to show me. It's a black t-shirt with a 10's movie inspired illustration where a naked blond woman 
with big tits rides a Godzilla monster. 


"lll wear it tonight for the concert," Slash grins. 
‘Classy, very classy, Slash," | say as | laugh about his subtle fashion sense. 
"Totally, right? | got one for Axl with a red-haired girl drinking whisky and the Loch Ness monster.” 


I'm sure that Slash will end up wearing that one too as Axl will never put this on even for sleeping on the bus 


but it's the thought that counts, isn't it? 


‘Ok, guys, leaving you to whatever you wanna to do. I'm gonna go see what Steven is doing out there on the 


parking lot by himself," Slash announces before disappearing. 


Izzy turns his head to follow him as he walks out and slowly turns it back towards me. He's leaning against the 


door frame of the back lounge entrance and he's staring down at me with his usual emotionless cool face. 


"We got plenty of crap food and snacks. If you want anything, help yourself," he says pointing at the grocery 
bag left by Slash on the table. 


"No, thanks," | reply looking out of the window as | answer him because | am a little uncomfortable to have him 


here with me after Axl's warning. 


It's ridiculous and | have no reason to be uncomfortable because | don't even know what the issue could be or 


what situation they've had in the past that led Axl to tell me what he did earlier on but | can't help it. 


Ok, if I'm completely honest with myself, | kind of noticed last night that when | was thinking about it again 
while lying in bed, | was mainly thinking about the moment when | caressed Izzy's arm and shoulder by mistake 
and how he looked back and smiled at me when he saw me doing it but | don't want to think about that too 
much actually. It was my first time with more than one partner and | wasn't paying attention at the start. 
Izzy was right behind the girl so while she was kissing me and jerking me off, | thought | was caressing her 


arm but it was Izzy. No big deal. He was pretty cool about it. 


"You ok?," Izzy asks while lighting up a cigarette, still in the same position as a few minutes ago, with no 


readable expression in his eyes. 

| snap back into the moment when he talks to me. 

"Me? Yeah, why?" 

Damn, he may have seen me blushing when | was talking to Slash so now he wonders why l'm acting weird. 
"You seem.. Edgy." 

"Me? No. I'm not drunk enough yet, thats why." 

"Sure, you're too sober, that must be it" 

| smile as he says that but my smile fades away as he finally moves himself from the door frame and takes 
a few steps to come and sit next to me in the lounge. | would have preferred that he had gone somewhere 
else but | don't want to act more strangely around him so | try my best to be normal. 

"Axl was looking for you, just before you came back with Slash," | tell him to make some kind of conversation. 
"What for?," Izzy asks. 

"He didn't say." 

"Probably nothing then. He'll see me at sound check in 25 minutes." 

Somehow, | manage to do some more small talk for the next few minutes. We also watch Steven and Slash on 
the parking lot and take turns at trying to guess what the hell they are talking about and doing, as they are 
laughing their asses off for apparently no reasons out there. 

| feel I'm relaxing again. Really no reason to be all nervous around him. This is just me being shy about what 
happened. | have seen the guys naked and I've seen them fuck a girl before, so what's the big deal here? 
Actually, | am not sure | had seen Izzy in action already, just Steven and Slash. Well, also even if | had seen 
Izzy, it wouldn't have been the same as being there with him and doing the same girl at the same time and be 
so close to him and touching him, even if just for a short moment and by accident. So, | don't need to get all 
worked up about it. I'm only thinking about this now because of Axl. Shit, | hope Axl doesn't say anything to 
Slash and Steven. Now that | think of it, seeing that he seemed upset about the whole thing, | doubt he will 
want the others to know. Good thing. 


So we are sitting with our back to the bus hallway, still looking through the back window at Slash and Steven 


when we hear Axl's voice. 


"Here you are,’ he simply says. 


Somehow, | know he's talking to Izzy, not me, and when we both turn around, he indeed looks at Izzy only, 


although he quickly gives me an odd look too, en passant. 
"Its time for sound check," Axl tells us. 


| don't say anything and just get up to leave. | see Axl is waiting for Izzy who hasn't moved yet. | wonder if he 
was looking for him to give him a lecture as well. | have the feeling he wants to talk to him alone and he is 
waiting for me to leave so | walk out the bus and go to catch up with the other two. We'll see what all this is 


about when they come out later. 


"The Chinese take-away incident?" 


The sound check takes place as scheduled in the most uneventful way possible. Nothing strange coming from 
Axl or Izzy. I'm not too sure what he wanted to talk to him about but | guess it's not what he told me 


because Izzy doesn't seem bugged about anything. 


When we walk out of the venue, it's almost dark outside. Slash and Steven are asking me if | join them for a 
bite. They're getting burgers at a joint across the street. Its a good idea as it will keep me away from Axl. 
They haven't bothered asking Izzy or Axl. Izzy never eats before a show and Axl will most likely ask our tour 
manager to order him some take-away food that is just impossible to find in the city we're in and this will lead 


to some dinner food drama that | can easily live without. 


After the burger dinner with Slash and Steven, we're getting alcohol for dessert on the bus where we also get 
changed for the concert. Slash proudly shows us how great his new Godzilla t-shirt looks on him and then we 


rush to the venue. 


Axl and Izzy are already there in a small room where we can warm-up, talking about the set list and some 


other things. 


"Wanna have a look? Just in case you fuckers are vaguely interested in what's happening here in twenty 


minutes?,” Axl yells at us out of nowhere when we all come in. 


We carefully approach a mean-looking Axl and check out the set list which is not very different from what we 
usually do, so | wonder if Izzy had to sit through an hour of Axl's crazy ideas to end up with the same list of 
songs with just a few in a slightly different order than last night. Axl glares at us all and leaves the room 
calling us a bunch of fucking lazy tourists before we have time to ask anything. He looks exasperated and we 


have no clue why. We're not even late and we're not that drunk yet so what's the big deal now? 
"What's the problem?,” | ask Izzy. 


Izzy rolls his eyes at my question but doesn't say anything. Rather he points with the head of his guitar at a 
messy display on a table in the opposite corner with several Asian take-away boxes, broken chopsticks and a 
fresh 3-D piece of wall art made of dripping orangey blobs. 


We approach and check out the crime scene more closely. Looks like boxes with fried rice, spring rolls and dim- 
sums. There's also a small pool of brown liquid on the floor, which must be soya sauce, and some of that 
orangey thing in a bigger beaten up box, which must be the leftovers of what was originally smashed against 


the wall to create the random artsy food décor. 


"So what's wrong with the food?," Slash says picking up one of the boxes and smelling it. 


"The rice is too dry, the rolls too greasy and the dim-sum are watery. Axl hasn't eaten" 
"He must have eaten one of each at least to complain, | say as a joke. 


‘Not really," Izzy says shaking his head. "He spat it out in the trash bin, before trying to repaint the room 


with tangerine chicken" 
Steven grabs the spring roll box and stuff a full one in his mouth. He enthusiastically chews on it. 
"They're goodl," he says. 


‘Of course, they are," Izzy sighs. "Axl's fucking at war with the whole world today, on an empty stomach. Be 
ready for the gig, guys. It's gonna take a lot of dope to go through this one unharmed." 


Steven takes Izzy's advice ery seriously and gets out some coke immediately so he can snort a few lines in- 
between two dim-sums. He also attempts at catching spring rolls with his drum sticks, Chinese style, but fails 
miserably and curses as the last one falls on the floor. | honestly don't know how he can eat that much. He 


just had two burgers, a milkshake and fries. 

"How do you to deal with him when he's like that?," Slash asks Izzy. 
Izzy just shrugs and continues playing some random chords. 

"| don't deal with him. | let him be. That's how it works." 


Slash looks confused and then laughs. He gets his guitar out and starts warming up as well. | do the same with 


my bass. 


A few minutes later, as we're all into our little warm-up practice, | see Izzy putting his guitar aside and 


starting to strip right next to me. 


Steven is oblivious to the scene as he fluffs his hair in front of a mirror and Slash has his back to us so he 
doesn't see what's going on but | can see very well. Ok, Izzy has his back turned at me but still, its Izzy naked 
and | know what he looks like full frontal and since that time a few nights ago, its a mental image | try not to 
think about too much because it makes me feel strangely feverish. Shit, what the hell now? 


‘Huh, Izz.. Why are you taking off your clothes?,” | manage to say not too loud so Slash wouldn't hear us. 


"| haven't had time to change before. Axl dragged me here from the bus an hour ago. | just had time to grab 
my pants and a shirt," he says while shrugging and keeping his back to me. | see him slide into red leather 

pants, then putting on his boots again and a white shirt with black patterns on it before finishing the look with 
his bleached denim jeans jacket. It's a colorful mix but he pulls it off amazingly well. He finally turns around to 


face me. His shirt is still wide open and he's just zipping up his pants when Axl walks back in and of course his 
look goes straight to me and Izzy who is now fumbling with his belt buckle. 


"What the fuck are you doing, I22?," Axl hisses. 

Izzy raises an eyebrow but doesn't really look at him 
"Closing my belt! 

"And you have to do that in Duff's face?," Axl continues. 


Now of course, Slash turns around to see what's happening but there's not much to see anymore so he 


doesn't look very long before returning to his warm-up. 

Izzy doesn't answer and just flips Axl off. 

"We're on stage in IO minutes!," he screams and leaves again. 

Oh, dear. He's pissed. We all look at each other and start laughing uncontrollably. 


After all this pre-show mess, the concert goes smoothly, which was not a given. | actually feel pretty good 
tonight. | do my things next to Izzy, we have a few laughs in-between songs. We both go backstage with 


Steven to snort some coke mid-way through the concert, just to keep the good vibe on. 


The gig ends with a cheering crowd and we all feel great about it and therefore l'm a bit taken aback when we 


walk off stage and Axl grabs me by the shoulder. 
"McKagan! Need to speak with you, now!" 


He says that so loud that the others have heard as well over the lingering noise from the audience and the 
backstage turmoil and they all look in my direction with puzzled faces. | follow Axl not sure what he's coming 


up with now but given his mood, | won't antagonize him in front of everyone. 


When we arrive in the dressing room, Axl starts a rant about my lack of steady rhythm in some of the 
songs. If there's a night I'm sure | was spot on and played pretty well, it's tonight so | have no fucking clue 
what he's talking about and why he brings up this kind of bullshit today. Then he tells me that I'm not focused 
on stage and that | seem to be paying more attention to what Izzy is doing than what l'm supposed to do and 
that it would be better going forward that if | were not so clingy with him and that | don't lean against him or 
get too close to him on stage not to distract him. Then Axl unceremoniously pushes me out of the dressing 


room. 


The others are back in the mini lounge area where we were before to warm-up and are looking back at me 


when | walk in, clearly waiting to hear what Axl told me. 


"What the hell did he want with you?," Izzy asks looking upset for once. 


"| guess you heard," | say feeling stupidly ashamed like a little boy who's just been scolded and spanked by his 


parents. 
"We just heard vague screaming, couldn't make out anything," Steven says. 
"Whatever," | try to dismiss the whole thing. 

Even better if they didnt hear what he was yelling at me about 

"Let me go see what's wrong with him now," Slash says. 


| just flop down on the couch and says nothing. If Slash wants to go and discuss with Axl in that mood, good 
luck to him. 


"Letts get a shower and clean up," Izzy tells me. 


| follow him and Steven to the shower rooms that are on the other end of the corridor. At least they are 
separate. This is a relief because the last thing | need is to see Izzy naked again. Or maybe | need to see that 
but | know it's not doing me anything good so | should stay away from that. 


Once we're back showered and we've put on clean clothes that were waiting for us courtesy of the assistant 
of our tour manager whose role is to do stuff like that, we hear Slash and Axl going to take their showers. 
Slash passes by the lounge and tells us he's going to get some drinks with Axl afterwards to keep him 


company tonight and calm him down. 


Right after that, our tour manager pops his head in the room as well and asks if we want to get some of the 
girls from backstage back to our hotel. Steven places an order for a blonde and a redhead. | honestly can't see 
myself enjoying anything tonight except valium and vodka, thanks to our psycho singer, so | decline and Izzy 


says no too without any further comment. 


Tonight really sucks. How can it sucks when the concert was so good? Why does Axl hate me now? 


Getting wasted and being clingy 


Izzy's POV 


| don't understand what the fuck is going on and why Axl is upset at Duff. It makes no sense. Nothing wrong 
happened during the concert so why is he acting up now and what did he tell him in the dressing room? Duff 
doesn't seem to want to talk about it. I'll need to get some info from him later then 


After his shower, Slash is picking up some of his stuff in the dressing-room. He's telling us he's heading out 
with Axl in one of the two cars that's at our disposal. Since we are all staying at a hotel tonight because we 
are playing two concerts in this city, we will end up together at one point anyway so its probably a good idea 
to cool Axl down a bit. Slash says they're going to get some drinks. Maybe they're going out downtown or back 
to the hotel bar. Or they will go drink in Slash's room? It doesn't matter for now. Slash is probably gonna get 
very drunk and hear Axl's rambles for a few hours. Slash has this amazing capacity at being completely 
hammered and still look ok, so he can pretend he's actually listening to you. It surely comes into handy tonight. 


"Did they leave?," Steven asks looking concerned. 


Steven hates it when Axl gets upset. The poor thing is therefore often unsecure around our ill-tempered 


singer. 
"Yes, they went for drinks," | reply. "Let's go back to the hotel." 

| need a fix and | am not in the mood to go out anywhere. 

"Lets get wasted tool," Steven throws at Duff. "And we get girls over there as welll" 
"Yes, let's go," | agree with Steven "And we need to talk," | tell Duff. 

"What do you want to talk about?,” Duff asks looking anxious. 

"Just relax, Duff, no big deal." 


| don't elaborate further and walk to the door, keeping it open and waiting for Steven and Duff to follow me 
outside to the car that's waiting to bring us to our hotel. 


Twenty-five minutes later, we are back at our hotel. Steven enjoys the crowd waiting for us at the entrance. 
I'm grateful he keeps the attention on him because that helps me and Duff sneak in a bit more easily. We 


make out way to the elevators without too much fan harassment. 


We all have rooms on the same floor. Last tour, they would put us up in double rooms. | would usually share 
with Axl. This time, we got individual rooms each time we have a hotel stay. That's a sign we're a more 


famous band, we got upgraded to our own room. Good thing for tonight ‘cause | hate to be around Axl when 
he's in a bitchy mood, especially when | don't know why. I've had my share before the concert with the 
pointless hour of set-list reshuffling leading to nothing. | swear I'll be a zen master by the end of the tour if | 
continue to manage through this kind of shit without strangling him. 

When the elevator stops at our floor, | step out and go left, Duff goes right. | look at him. 

"Your room or mine?" | ask. 

Duff opens his eyes wide and looks a bit unsure at what l'm proposing to him. 

"To get wasted. Your place or mine? Never mind, let's go to mine, | need to shoot up," | tell him. 


"Ah, ok..." he says following me but still thinking. 


Back in my room, | go fix myself in the bathroom. When | walk back in the living room area, | see two bottles 


of vodka and two of Jack on the coffee table and Duff lounging on the couch with a cigarette between his lips. 
"You said we'd get wasted, so | called room service," Duff grins at me. 

| hadn't even heard room service bringing these. | guess | was busy in my own bubble while cooking up my fix. 
"Good thinking," | tell him as | pick up one of the two bottles of Jack and sit next to him on the couch. 

| was waiting for you to start," he says picking up the vodka. 


"Thanks but you didn't have to. So what the hell was the problem with Axl tonight?," | ask him after drinking 


some whisky. 
"I don't know. He's a psychopath, you know him better than me." 
| know that Duff answers me vaguely on purpose in order to avoid discussing the incident backstage. 


"He can be a bit temperamental," | reply. "And | know him indeed. He wouldn't scream at you for no reason. 


Might be a crazy reason but there's always a reason. So what's the reason?" 

‘Seriously, let it slide, ok?" 

Either Axl said something really odd, which is very much in the realm of possibility, or Duff did something 
very stupid and he's paying for it now and doesn't want me or the others to know about it. One way or 


another, it might be entertaining to find out. 


"Come on.. What did he say?," | insist. 


"Some nonsense,” he finally says. 
"Nonsense like what?" 
Duff is taking a long sip from his Grey Goose bottle and looks at me with a weird look 


"He complained that I'm too clingy with you and he said | had to leave you alone on stage, but | guess he meant 


also in general." 

Clingy? Leave me alone? What the hell is Axl even talking about? 

"It's like he was jealous or something. Makes no sense, right?," Duff tells me. 

| look at him and shake my head. No, it makes no sense. Why would Axl be jealous? We're friends. | get along 
with Duff but Axl's still my best friend, so what? | don't wanna try to figure out what's happening in Axl's 
head tonight. It's too late. But | need to ask him tomorrow what's going on, when he'll have slept on it. He can 


be annoying and paranoid but this is a new kind of paranoia, even for him. 


Duff picks up the remote from the coffee table and turns on the television to prevent further discussions on 


the subject 

"Whats on tv?" | ask him. 

"Dort know.. Probably nothing. Maybe porn, though: 

"Im not Steven, Duff. Porn from a hotel channel is gonna be way too pathetically vanilla for me," | snort. 
Duff looks at me with a frown 

"Really? So what kind of shit are you into?" 


‘Oh, Duff, if you only knew..," | tease him. "You gonna have to make me drink a lot before | confess my darkest 


secrets." 

"You looked pretty mainstream when we banged that girl together,” he tells me. 
"| didn't wanna scare you, or her," | smirk. 

"Yeah, sure. You're just bragging, right? Ok, whatever, lets watch sports." 


"Fuck, no way," | protest. "Put MTV and turn off the sound. Lets just drink Here's to getting wasted and being 
clingy," | tell him raising my bottle to toast with his. 


Two hours and one bottle of vodka and Jack each later, Duff is nicely trashed. | start to feel pretty drunk too 
but not yet enough to kill the boredom of the hotel surrounding. | hear a knock on the door. Duff hasn't even 

heard, | think. | extricate myself from the couch and walk to the door. I'm still walking straight. That's a clear 

proof | definitely haven't had enough to drink | open the door and, oh, damn, it's Axl. 


"Hey", he tells me and walks in. 


He sees Duff half-conscious and smiling on the couch and gives me a furious look. | swear his face has 


changed from normal to maniac in one second. 
"What is he doing here?," Axl asks. 


lm not quite sure that | get why he's upset at this but | start to be more than pissed at all his unexplainable 
drama around Duff. 


"What the fuck does it look like he's doing here? We're drinking and watching TV. What's your problem with 
Duff tonight anyway?" 


"No problem," Axl screams while leaving my room and slamming the door shut. 


| look back at Duff who's definitely out of it because the yelling and door slamming hasn't made him move by 
an inch. Unfortunately, Axl's fucking visit and attitude has sobered me up half-way now and l'm not pleased 
about that after all the efforts | put into drinking myself numb. So | head out two rooms down the corridor to 


where he's staying and | bang on his door a few times. 

"Axl! Fucking open the door!" 

| was almost sure he would not even come to the door but to my surprise, he does. 
"What?," he says looking at me like | disturb him. 


"What the fuck do you mean what? You come to my room and yell when you see Duff drunk on the sofa and 


storm out. What's your problem with him? Or with me?" 


Axl looks nervous and angry, which is not a good combination, and also quite sober for supposedly having spent 
a few hours drinking with Slash earlier on. | expect him to yell back or slam the door in front of me again so | 
take two steps back, just in case, to preserve my face from a hard encounter with a wood door. Surprisingly, 

he doesn't do any of that. Instead, Axl takes my arm and pulls me inside his room, then he closes the door 


behind me. 


"What is going on now?," | ask feeling tired about whatever possible discussion we're going to have about this. 


"I'm not leaving till you tell me." 


‘lm mad at you also, Izzy. Not only Duff, ok?" 


"Noted. But why? Fucking why? What is this clingy comment you made to him earlier? We just hang around like 


we always do." 


Axl turns his back to me. | don't see his face but | know he's really upset now because he's not screaming 


back immediately. | see his hands nervously fumbling with his hair. Finally, he turns around to face me. 
"Why did you do that three days ago? With him?" 

| try to quickly think through my only half-sober brain What the hell is he referring to? 

"Axl, | don't even remember which city we were in three days ago. Can you be a tad more specific?" 


"The groupie. | know you and him banged that girl in the bus. | heard her talk about it when she returned to 
the backstage area." 


All this fuss because of that? He must be kidding me. | look at Axl not understanding. 


"Yes, so what? You wanted an invitation too?, Three guys for one girl, it starts to be crowded, you know?," | 


chuckle at him. 
"Save the sarcasm, lzz. Why did you do that?" 


"| don't know, Axl. Duff proposed. | was horny, she was hot. Why does it matter? Since when do you care what 
girl | fuck?" 


It matters when you're not doing it alone. We did that together a few times, you and me. | know you don't do 
that with anyone else, not Slash or Steven | don't give a flying fuck about the girl. | care about who else you 
were with. | don't like to know that you did it with him. That's all" 

| roll my eyes at Axl. OK, so that's it. He's jealous. 


"And why exactly? You think we're less special best friends now that | fucked a girl with Duff like I've done 
with you?" 


"No, Izzy, that's not the point, its... Something else." 
| wait for his additional comment but nothing comes. 


"You need to enlighten me on the something else here because | don't get it, Ax." 


"Shit, Izzy, it's a fucking personal thing to do with someone, its... Intimate. You and Duff... 
"Me and Duff? There is no me and Duff. What are you getting at?" 


"Well, good, maybe for you but the way he looks at you, the way he is around you.. The way he's leaning 
against you on stage when you both play.. He's into you." 


| am standing in front of Axl with my hands on my hips and just stare at him. 
"What kind of bullshit are you saying?" 


"For God's sake, lzz, open your eyes. | can see how he's checking you out. I'm not blind," he adds. "And | bet it 
was the same when you were doing that girl together. Why do you think he asked you?" 


| try to wrap my head around what Axl is saying and imagining but I'm not sure | can. 
"Even if he was into me, which is fucking ridiculous, why would it bother you?" 


This is the only thing | think of asking him because | have the feeling that I'm still missing some info here and | 
don't get Axl's behavior. 


"| really need to explain that to you?" 
"I think I'd fucking like that, yes." 


| have no problem with gays but Axl does. Actually, he does not in general either, but he does when it's close 
to him, too close for comfort. Is that his problem? Duff being maybe a little gay, well rather, being bi. Because 
he's into girl for sure, so maybe he likes guys too and then so what? 


"Fuck off," he tells me. 
"Very grown-up.” 


"Listen, just keep your distances from him, don't encourage him or.. Like next time you get changed, you can 


maybe do it in front of Steven not Duff, ok? | don't know what else to say, Izz. Do you... like him?" 


"Like him? You mean do | want to get in his pants?," | ask Axl because | eventually now get that this is what 


he means even if doesn't say it. 


| had never given any thought to that before but thanks to Axl, now | have to and | have to with Duff in mind. 
Our tall, lightly tanned, blond hunky bassist. He was certainly looking good when he was doing that chick. Did | 
ever think anything else at that moment? No. Now that I'm being asked to do so.. Duff is a pretty handsome 


guy. If he made a move on me, what would | say or do? No fucking clue. When we were together fucking this 


girl, | did not think about him this way. Did he? It did not seem awkward or anything like that. He touched me, 
my arm and my shoulder, but by mistake, he was thinking he was touching her. Was it by mistake? Or did he 
do it on purpose? Did he plan that all along and got me into the threesome because he wanted to see me or 
expected more? That doesn’t sound like Duff but.. Maybe? Holy, shit, Axl's twisted logic is messing with my 


mind now and | fucking hate it 

Axl brings me back to earth with a comment 

"If you didn't like him at all, you'd have said no to my question a few minutes ago already" 
'No, its just.” 

"Get the fuck out, Izzy!", Axl screams at me out of the blue. 


| rarely scream at Axl because | know that its mostly counterproductive but | can't stand him right now so | 


yell back. 

"Axl, there's still something that makes no sense! Why does it seem to bother you so muchl?" 
"Because if any guy ever has to touch you or do anything to you, that would have to be me, alright!" 
His answer hits me like a punch in the face. 


No time for me to recover from what | just heard because Axl wastes no time waiting for a reaction or a 
comment from my end after he just said that. He walks to the door of his room and yanks it open, waiting for 


me to step out. 
"Now out! Go back to your room and get Duff to sleep in his own room!" 


| walk out of Axl's room stunned, door slamming behind me. For all intent and purposes, this argument with Axl 
has completely sobered me now despite the bottle of Jack I've drowned and the second one that | had just 
started to work on before coming here. Holy fuck! Did Axl just told me that he wants to touch me? Meaning 
he wants to fuck me? Maybe? Or, no, what he said is that if | ever decided to fuck a guy, it has to be him. 
Well he didn't say fuck, he said anyone who'd do anything to me, which anyway meant sex. He just couldn't say 
it to my face. 


This is fucking typical Axl! He decides for everyone else! Like | have no say in this? He's never been so fussy 
about which girl | would bang. What's the difference if it were a guy? Why would it have to be himl? What if | 
don't want it to be him!? 


A deer in the headlights 


| walk back to my room, kind of zombified by Axl's latest announcement. When | come in, the tv is still on, with 


sound now, and Duff is a bit more awake than when | left him. 
"Was it you and Axl yelling a minute ago?," he asks looking worried. 
"Yes. | fucking need a fucking drink" 


| sit on the couch and get a cigarette but I'm so nervous that l'm shaking and can't manage to light it up. Duff 
takes the cigarette from my mouth and the lighter from my hand to light it up for me. 


"Thanks," | say before gulping some whisky to try to settle my nerves. 
"What were you arguing about?," he asks. "You never lose your cool" 
"Well, Axl has ways to work up anyone.. He's just.. Un-fucking-believable. 
"Is it because of what he said to me tonight?," Duff asks me. 


Now | start to get it. Axl must have been telling him fairly explicitly to stay away from me and maybe he 
mentioned the threesome. But Axl is not stupid so he wouldn't have said anything to me about giving Duff a 
warning, It's just because | grilled him with questions a few minutes ago that he did. He did not manage to deny 
it for very long, strange but ok, maybe he's tired. So all this started because Axl is jealous of Duffs attention 
for me? | would have not even noticed if Axl hadn't said anything. And frankly, I'm still not even sure that Duff 


feels any attraction for me. This is Axl's contorted theory. 


| look at Duff who is looking at me not understanding the whole situation because he's missing one big piece of 
the puzzle, of course. He doesn't know what Axl just told me. He just sits there and smiles slightly, trying to 
be comforting with me. Shit, now, | can't help but wondering whether he's really attracted to me like Axl 
thinks? Duff's always been friendly with me but also with everyone else in the band. Is there anything more? 
At least, we're both drunk right this moment, so lets take advantage of that. | can always blame this on the 


booze. 

"Axl's jealous. He says you're into me. You know? ..Attracted to me. That's why he was upset we did the girl 
together. Axl's being a bit possessive of me apparently. Although he would never do anything with me, he 
seems to think | shouldn't try anything with any other guy.’ 

There. | said it matter-of-factly. No more beating around the bush. 


Duff stares at me in silence. He's gaping and his face has gained a lobster red color that I've never seen on 


him. He's pretty much the same color as my red leather pants and they're very red. | think that if he could, 


he would liquefy on the spot and try to get absorbed into the carpet fabric to disappear for good. Shit, | didn't 
want to embarrass him but at this point, someone has to say stuff out loud because this is turning into a big 


circus. 


Complete silence in the room, only interrupted by the crappy playlist of MTV late at night with UB40's Red 
Red Wine starting to play. Oh jeez, fucking give me a break. | snatch the remote from the coffee table and 
mute the tv. 


| feel bad because | honestly didn't want to be insensitive with Duff in case he actually had some kind of 
attraction. And judging by his face, he does. Shit, there we are. Duff's got a thing for me. What do | say to 
this? It's better than if it were Steven, sure.. But what does he expect or want? He didn't say anything to me 


so | guess he didn't want me to know. 


"Duff, it's ok. | mean, | hadn't noticed anything but now | know and..", | stop mid-sentence and l'm actually not 
sure what to add. And now that | know what? 


Duff is no longer looking at me. He's resting his elbows on his thighs and holding his face in his hands. 
"Don't do that. Don't hide, ok? Duff, look at me." 


Very reluctantly, he rests his hands on his knees and he turns his face in my direction, still half bent over. 
He's less red already but he doesn't look any more comfortable. 


"| didn't mean to screw up everything," Duff tells me. "The band, things between Axl and you." 
"You did not," | reassure him, killing my cigarette in the ashtray that's almost full. 


But somehow, yes, this may be the start of a major screw up as it is already breaking up the thin remaining 
walls that were safeguarding Axl's sanity so who knows what's lurking ahead once they're torn down 
completely? For the moment, | don't want to scream and yell anymore or think about the worse. All this drama 
is so tiring. | don't know how Axl does it, as he's always surrounded by some kind of drama. Usually, though, 
I'm out of it. How did | end up in this mess? 


Duff's is sitting straight again and looking at me, shaking his head. 


"I didn't plan this. | didn't realize | was... | didn't know | was falling for you, even when we did the girl, | swear, 
Izz, | had no hidden agenda. It's afterwards that.. | realized. Since then, I've been thinking about that night and | 
don't think about her when | do. | didn't want to admit it but you just said out loud everything | tried not to 


confess to myself." 


Duff's usually cheerful and fun but right now he's dead serious and looking scared. I've never seen him like 
that. Shit, | can't stand to see him having a meltdown in front of me. | don't think anything | can do or say can 
make him feel any worse right now so | may as well try to make him feel better. That's probably what I'm 


unconsciously thinking as | turn slightly and slide my hand on the back of his neck to pull him close to me and 
kiss him. I'm not really thinking this through, obviously. | have never kissed a guy but it doesn't matter, it's 
the same as with a chick. I'm not bothered by the concept. A mouth is a mouth, a good-looking person is a 
good-looking person and right now, | also need to get a bit of tension release and | am sitting here with Duff 
who's apparently hot for me, so that should do him and me some good, right? If | can make him happy for a 


few minutes, because Axl made him miserable for three days because of me, why not? 


Back into the present moment, Duff's eyes are wide open, deer in the headlights kind of way. Its not the 
sexiest look but | try to put myself in his shoes. | guess he's a bit shocked by my initiative so | try to put on 
my best kissing skills and after a short while, he kisses me back and open his mouth. His eyes still reflect 
incredulity about the whole situation but he goes with it and when he does it starts to be pretty good. | feel 
his hands move around my back and | run mine down his arms. He's wearing a sleeveless T-shirt and | can feel 
the shape of his biceps. He's not super muscular but he's not stick thin like me. He finally closes his eyes and 
enjoys it. | can feel the tension's going away from his body and his mouth. 


As we go on, Duff's seems to be getting into it faster than me when he pushes me on my back on the sofa 
He's moving above me, pinning down my shoulders on the couch's seat cushion. | couldn't move even if | wanted 
to because he's stronger than me. Damn, | feel quite aroused about this situation and the fact that I'm kind of 
helpless against him. It's obviously very different than when l'm with a girl for that part. 


‘Izzy, you're ok?," Duff asks me panting above me. 
"Yeah... l'm good. You?" 
"Shit, l'm more than good, yes," he says and resumes kissing me. 


What follows is a bit of a blur. The talk with Axl sobered me up, as | said, but now | feel pretty drunk again 
Duff is kissing me like his life depends on it and his hands are all over my body. | can feel him grinding against 
me. He's hard and I'm starting to be as well. I'm not sure how much | can be because of the smack but l'm 
getting there. Duff is unbuttoning my shirt and pushes it open, sliding his hands over my chest and my 
stomach, then his face dives down on my belly and | feel his hair over my stomach too as he kisses me 
around my belly button. Wow, it feels fucking good. Duff's head moves up a little and he gives me a look to try 
to see if I'll stop him. | don't and rather runs my hands into his hair to pull him back against me. He's all smile 
before lowering his head again and planting more little kisses across my belly and abdomen. Now | feel his 


hands traveling up my legs and thighs, all the way to my crotch. 

He moves up back to my level and gives me another kiss on the mouth 

"Izzy, l.. | want to feel you." he tells me breathless, slowly stroking my crotch. 

| have to say, at this point, lm really not opposed to this, on the contrary, so | start to unzip my pants but 


they're so fucking tight that there's no way I'll get them off without standing up. Duff must see l'm struggling 


and he laughs a bit but he moves away from me and he helps me up. The instant I'm standing and try to push 


them down, there's a knock on the door. 

| freeze and curse out loud thinking Axl's back for another round of arguing but then | hear Slash's voice. 
"Izzy! Are you still up?" 

"Shit," | say looking at Duff who has his hands on my hips still 

"Don't open, please," Duff says softly. 

Slash was supposed to be with Axl tonight. Maybe Axl did tell him something when they were out together. | 
want to know if its the case, so as much as the prospect of having Duff takes my pants off is way more 


exciting, | need to do damage control if Axl got any of his crazy ideas and jealousy rants into Slash's head. 


| give a quick look around the room. There is not anything that looks odd, | mean, apart from me and my 


undone pants, which | zip back up before also closing two buttons of my shirt 
"He doesn’t know anything, We're just watching tv and having a drink, ok?" 
Duff locks disappointed 

"Your hair's all messed up," he tells me. 

"My hair is always messed up," | say and go open the door. 

"What do you want at this hour?," | ask Slash. 


‘Oh, nothing.. Just to say that.. Hi, Duff! .. Just to say that Axl just vented for an hour about nothing.. He'll be 


fine tomorrow; you know?" 

| highly doubt that he'll be fine tomorrow but l'm not gonna ruin Slash's hopes with that now. 

"What did he vent about exactly?" 

"He thinks Duff is doing too much show on stage. He told him to tone it down. No big deal.. So Duffs ok?" 
"Yes, he's drunk, so he's pretty ok," | simply say. 


‘| see," he says, having a glance above my shoulder towards Duff. "I'm going to check if Steven needs help with 


his two girls. See you tomorrow!" 


"Good night," | tell him before closing the door. 


"Shit, Izzy, did you hear that? Now Axl said to Slash that | do too much show on stage?," Duff complains. 
"You'd have preferred he told Slash you're fantasizing about me?," | joke with him. 
"Its not fun. Shit, don't make fun of me." 


"l'm not. I'm just saying let Axl tell him whatever. Doesn't matter, ok? You've seen Slash? He couldn't care less 


about whatever Axl said to him tonight." 
"And you told him I'm drunk" 
"You are, aren't you?" 


"| guess... Izz, I'm drunk but | meant it. When | was kissing you and.. You know, if he hadn't knocked..", Duff says 
while rubbing his face with his hand. 


"| know. So.What's the next step?," | ask him. "What do you want now?" 
Duff looks up at the ceiling and sighs. 

"| dontt know, Izz.. IF's not going to work. Is.. kd better go back to my room, now it's not the same," he says. 
The heat of the moment is kind of gone indeed and we both know it. It doesn't feel right to start where we left 
off, even if the thought of it is nice. Maybe we're just really too drunk. I'm not in the mood to think any 


further so I'm not gonna discuss this and try to make him stay. 


"Right. Just.. Don't worry, ok? I'm cool with you," | tell him with the hope that it's gonna make everything 
alright. 


"Yeah, thanks," he says before leaving, 


Preservation instinct 


Axl's POV 


Izzy just left and went back to his room. Not like | gave him a choice, really. | told him to get out of here. And 
now I've stopped counting how many times doors have slammed tonight. Duff was probably still sprawled on his 
couch and he would likely spend the night there. Great. Just fucking perfect! 


At least | had managed to open Izzy's eyes. That was the only good thing that came out of our argument 
tonight. He was clueless about the whole thing apparently. | couldn't believe it but it seemed so. And then he 
was asking me so many times why it bothered me, why | cared.. What was | supposed to say in the end? So | 
blurted it out. "Because if you ever have to be with a guy, it should be me. Because | can't stand the thought 
of another guy touching you." | didn't say it like that but | did say it. | said enough. Izzy's not stupid. He can 
read in-between the lines, especially the ones | can't cross. Now he knows what | feel. And what does that do 
for me? Nothing. Just makes me a pathetic closeted faggot. 


The main worry that hits me now after our argument is not how he's judging me because of how | feel about 
him. That's the least of my worries. What's concerning me is that Izzy didn't react badly to what | told him 
about Duff. And I'm not even that surprised about this. He is so easy going for this kind of stuff. He is open- 
minded and cool with everything. It doesn't mean he would go along with it but the fact that it doesn't freak 
him out is making me go ballistic because in his experimental frame of mind, | could see him try something, 
just for the sake of trying. And even if he would try without having any feelings for Duff, I'm not sure | could 
stand it. 


Before stressing out too much about the possibility of Izzy giving in to whatever Duff wants, though, let's get 
real. | have no idea how serious Duff is about this. Is he having a crush? A withdrawal from his girlfriend back 
home and he just needs to compensate? Or is he seriously into Izzy? A two or three-year friendship that has 
grown into something else more special for him? | didn't see it coming. | didn't know Duff was into guys. So 
maybe he won't act on it and he's just a bit infatuated with Izzy. I'm the first one to admit | can't look at Izzy 
and feel nothing. My problem is that twelve years of infatuation is no longer infatuation. It's unrequited 
desperate love and to make it worse, it's platonic because | can't conceive to do anything with him, even if he 
wanted to. Or maybe | could? l'm not sure | could... Maybe with a lot of drug and alcohol? | could try. Oh, shit, 
who am | kidding? This is as fucked up as it can be. A little voice in my head tells me | have no right to be 
jealous if | am not in a position to compete with Duff. And another voice says that it's not Duffs fault that 
l'm a stuck-up idiot who won't let himself appreciate Izzy as more than a friend. Shut up you two! | just want 
to listen to the third voice in my head, he one that's screaming that the world is fucking unfair and if | can't 


have what | long for, then nobody can! Fuck everyone else! 
I'm trying to breathe in and out calmly to stop stressing but | end up almost hyperventilating. Fucking anxiety! 


Wait a second.. What if | pushed them together? If it wasn't for my behavior tonight with Duff after the gig 


and then when | saw him on Izzy's couch, Izzy wouldn't have come here and questioned me and | wouldn't have 


said anything to him. Perhaps he would have never noticed. Duff doesn't want to mess up the band. He would 
have done as | told him. He might have needed a few reminders here and there but he would have never 


confided in Izzy, | think. Now, | kind of did their hard work. I'm such an asshole to myself! 


l'm not sure how we're going to go through the rest of the tour at this pace. Forget about the rest of the 
tour. | just need to think about how we're gonna do tomorrow evening for the concert. After that, we all hop 
on the bus like a happy family for a I2-hour ride to some other godforsaken place. And let's not forget I'll 
have the pleasure to witness all those special moments on the bus when we have no privacy and | can see 


Duff's eyes following him around. Shit, I'm gonna need a lot of valium in the coming weeks. 


Izzy's POV 


It was a rough night. After Duff left, there was no way | could go to sleep. | stayed up for another 3 hours. It 
seemed endless. The porn channel was excruciatingly boring, as anticipated, so that didn’t help kill time. | took a 
hot shower and jerked off. | don't need to tell you what | was thinking about when doing it. So when that was 
taken care of | was still lying in my bed wide awake. | finally fell asleep, around 4 or 5 o'clock in the morning. 


Thank god nobody came to wake me up. 


As l'm recalling last night, I'm emerging from a heavy sleep that seems to have done nothing to make me feel 
rested. It is around IOO am and I'm having a raging headache on top of my normal smack craving. | take care 


of the smack problem and go showering. 


| swallow a few painkillers with the rest of Jack from last night as an early brunch. | might order some 
chocolate cake or something like that later on. | haven't had any solid food in me since more than one day, and 


| think chewing gum doesn't count. This can't be good, right? 


So what the hell am | going to say and do when | see Duff and Axl tonight for the gig? | can hide in here till 
1.00 pm, and they can do the same. But after that, we will have to be in the car together to go to the venue 
and be on stage for the concert. | had a glimpse of hope that we would have all forgotten about last night 
with what we drank but if | remember, the other two will as well. Of course they will, otherwise, it wouldn't be 


fun. 


An hour later, | still haven't left my room. The smack rush and main high has gone away, no more hangover 
and | can think straight now that I'm in my functional normal state. I've started to eat the chocolate cake | 
ordered from room service and something just occurs to me. There is a problematic aspect to all this fucking 
mess that | hadn't thought about yet. What Axl said to me. Not what he said about Duff. That's clear and | 
wouldn't say it's an issue. | believe it's manageable. It might not even be a problem at all. Seeing what we had 


started last night, it didn't feel like a problem but rather a fun thing.. Ok, let's not get carried away here. 


No, the real problem is Axl. Forgetting the fact that he's jealous of Duff, Axl told me that he is into me as 
well. He hasn't said anything clearly but that is the issue. It's only surfacing because of Duff but God knows 


since when he's been thinking about me this way. And this is far from being manageable. Fuck, handling Axl as 
a friend is tough, | can't imagine what itd be like to be in a relationship with him with the sexual aspect 


thrown into the mix. 


| love Axl, he is my best friend. Perhaps he thinks he loves me beyond friendship but knowing him, | doubt. Not 
after what he went through being abused, raped and beaten up by his stepfather. When you put it together, 
its a little scary to try to comprehend why Axl would want to have a physical relationship with me. I'm sure 
he's not ready for that in his head. | love him, as | said, but he's crazy enough. 


Ok, | believe I'm gonna try to stop thinking about all this now for a little while. I'll finish my chocolate cake, 
drink a gallon of black coffee and read a magazine. Just keeping my mind busy. 


Somehow, I've made it through the afternoon without speaking to anyone. Then the dreaded car ride to the 
venue finally takes place in the evening. Everyone is very silent in the limo. Axl, Duff and | all wear sun glasses. 
Is ridiculous but its the best way we can avoid to see who we're looking at without one of the other two 


noticing. 
"Did | miss the memo?," Slash says after we've been driving for ten minutes and none of us has said anything. 
"What memo?," Axl asks. 


"The one that says that we're wearing shades non-stop now," he says laughing and nudging Steven who did not 


notice that detail. 
"Oh, yeahl.. You guys are all looking cool. | wanna wear some too!" 
"Shut up, Steven," Axl says. 


And on that fruitful exchange of views, we close any further conversation for the remainder of the ride till 


we arrive to the venue, twenty minutes later. 


The pre-show routine is kept to a minimum, like our interactions among each other. Then the concert takes 
place. All goes fine, better than fine, it goes very well. Our tour manager asks Axl five times if everything is 
alright because the whole evening is just a walk in the park for him and the staff. | swear our tour manager is 


more scared now than when Axl throws one of his tantrums and kicks things around. It's fucking surreal. 


We have no time to hang around much after the gig this time. The bus is waiting for us so we just shower 
and get escorted to our tour bus. We depart just before midnight. Nobody has said anything to anybody. 


Steven must have felt the mood was strange because he is even quiet. 


Once we're on the bus, the weirdness continues. We all go to beds and barely say goodnight to each other. | 


see Axl popping a certain number of valium pills into his hand before swallowing them with the whole content 


of a small bottle of water before closing his bunk curtain. Slash, Duff and Steven are also all retreating in 
their beds. | do the same but there's no way | can sleep so | wait for a little over half an hour. | figure that 
by that time, they must all be sleeping. | slip out of my bed and walk quietly to the back lounge with a blanket 


over my shoulders. 


There's only one explanation for what happened tonight. Preservation instinct. Either we were all pretending 
that everything was perfectly normal and we never said anything to each other and nothing happened last 
right or we would have gone at each other throats again Somehow, we all had the same idea at the same 
time. | sigh realizing that if this is how the rest of the tour has to happen, l'm gonna kill myself. This is way 
too fucking quiet. 


Embarrassing Moments 


Izzy's POV 


| look out in the back window. There are very few cars on this motorway. All is pitch black around us, we're 


far away from any city already. | can see stars in the sky and a thin moon crescent. 
"Do you mind?" 
| turn around and see Duff standing in the door in his t-shirt and shorts. 


"| don't mind at all," | tell him and move aside against the lounge wall to leave him more room next to me. 


“They're all sleeping?" 
"| guess," Duff says. 
I'm pretty sure Axl sleeps. With what he took, he's gonna be out for IO hours minimum. The other two, most 


likely as well. Slash can sleep through a hurricane and he's not known to ever have sleepless nights and Steven.. 


Well, he's not gonna come here to hang around with us, even if he's awake, so we're good. 
‘It was pretty weird tonight, huh?", Duff tells me. 

| nod in agreement. 

| won't be able to take this for the rest of the tour, | reply to him. 

"| prefer this to Axl's confrontational bullshit." 

"I'd prefer no drama at all but what can we expect now?" 

‘| just want it to go back to normal," Duff says. 

"Fucked up is our normal.. This is fucked up, but just in an unusual way," | answer. 
"All my fault," Duff tells me. 

"Stop it, ok?" 

"Ok. Did you sleep last night? After | left" 


| look at him and wonder if | should even go there and tell him what I've been thinking about these last few 
hours or if | should just invent a vague answer. 


"| couldn't," Duff continues. 

Let's say sleep didn't come easily," | reply. 

"| just slept like three hours maximum and when | woke up, | had a massive hangover and blue balls, still." 
| cannot avoid to smile at his comment. | didn't know | was putting him in such a misery. 

"Sorry. My fault, | guess." 

"Yeah, all your fault," Duff chuckles. 

| like to see that he keeps his sense of humor about this messed up situation 

"Can | ask you something?," Duff tentatively asks looking away from me. 

"Syre" 


"Yesterday when you.. When you kissed me, was it out of pity? Like | looked so bad and stupid that you 
thought it would be the least you can do? Something like that?" 


Oh, shit. He's not completely wrong. That's what | hate to admit. | did kiss him at first because | felt so bad 
for him. Of course, he does look good, so it's not like it was a tremendous effort on my part but as soon as 
he kissed back and it went on, it was good. Why would | tell him something that'll make him feel bad about 
himself again? 

"No, Duff... | didn't know how it would be so | kissed you just to try but then.. You saw, huh? | liked it a lot" 
Duff's face lights up a bit when he hears me say that. 


"Ever done that with another guy?," | ask him. 


"No. Never. Not even kissing. l.. Shit, talking about this is more embarrassing than my first time with a girl," 


Duff says. 

"Because that was embarrassing? Tell me about it. | wanna know." 
"There's nothing to say. It was clumsy and brief" 

"How old?" 


"| was lb, she was I5. We never spoke afterwards. It was that good, ok? Now, you tell me too." 


"Tell you what?," | pretend not to know what he's asking me about. 

"You know. You're first time with a girl." 

"She was older than me, she showed me what to do." 

"How old was she?" 

"She was 18, | was 15." 

"Shit, wow... Impressive." 

"No, not the first time. But she taught me the basics pretty well. | caught up with some practice." 
Duff is smiling and | can see he's trying to imagine. A few seconds later, however, he's serious again 
"We should stop talking about that. I'm not going to be able to sleep again," he states. 

"You're not sleeping right now anyway. And | like this, here with you." 

Its not fair." 

"What's not fair?," | ask. 


"You're hanging around and chilling and l'm looking at you and talking and.. That's not really enough, see what | 
mean?," he says. 


"Who says that | don't want more than just hanging around with you right now?" 
Duff looks at me confused. 


"Yesterday after Slash left, | asked you what you wanted and you said you didn't know. You went back to your 


room. So... l'm just waiting to see if you've made up your mind. Have you?" 


Duff's confused face slowly disappears and a smile grows over his parted mouth. He slides closer to me on the 


couch. 
"Ok, but.. You know what | want. What do you want? | mean.. You're attracted to me too now?" 


"If you had asked me that two days ago, | would have said no. But since last night.. | liked how it felt.. How you 


made me feel.. " 


"Really?" 

Really, yes." 

Duff seems to hesitate for an instant. Maybe he thinks I'm pulling his leg but I'm not. | don't know why but 
this is rice. | feel really cool around him and knowing that he's attracted to me is kind of a turn on for me as 
well. It's not the case with girls nowadays. Yeah, sure, its nice if they tell you they find you hot and whatever 


but it means nothing. | never know if they do or say things that because of the band. So with Duff who's a 
pretty guy and who could have all the girls he wants, the fact that he wants me.. Yeah, | definitely dig that. 


But tonight, I'm not doing anything. I'll let him do the first move. So | just sit there and wait, watching him and 
trying to get what's going on behind his forehead. | lick my lips, though, just to let him know that I'm waiting 
here for him. 

"So you'll let me do this?," he ventures, leaning right next to me. 

"Do what?" 

"This," he says before pressing his mouth on mine and kissing me. 

It's different than yesterday. We're way more sober, to start with, and perhaps it's not a bad thing. Then he's 
the one kissing me and he's the one trying to take control of the situation from the start. He's letting one of 
his hands run in my hair and tug on it a little to tilt my head on one side, to have better access and kiss me 
deeper. | pull him closer to me, my hands sliding under his t-shirt. His other hand travels down my chest and 
lower. 


"You're naked under there?,” he breathes in my ear. 


"Why don't you find out?," | reply rubbing my face against his, feeling the slight scrape of his stubble against 
my cheeks. 


His both hands slides down over my stomach and lower, reaching the elastic band of my underwear. | can feel 


him smile against my face. 


"You lasted so long when we fucked that girl.. | was surprised..," he continues to whisper in my ear as he 


starts to stroke my cock over the fabric. 
‘Its the smack. It's great for that.. Not always great when you can't finish off." 
| wanna see what effect | could have on you..” 


| feel Duff's hands tightening around my cock and | can't wait any longer. | lift myself from the couch to take 
my boxers off. Duff shoves them down completely before pushing me back on the seat. 


"Shit, Izz.. You're quite a sight, you know?" 


There's not much light coming in here but | guess just enough for Duff to look at me. His gaze goes back up 
to meet my eyes, he spits on the palm his hand and moves it down on me. | let out a moan as he touches me 
but | try to control it because | don't want to wake anyone up. Duff grins at me and pulls me tight against 
him, his mouth next to mine. 


"Shh... We can't make noise.. But | love the idea that l'm making you moan," he said before kissing me. 


Wow, | wasn't thinking it would be like that. | mean, Duff was all depressed and sad yesterday and now, he is 
quite confident and in charge and its hot. His hand is moving up and down on me and he's squeezing me gently, 
teasing the slit of my cock with more insistent rubs. | feel the heat rushing through my body and my face. | 
can't help but moan again. At least we're kissing so the sounds are muffled and again, | can feel his mouth 


smiling against mine. He's enjoying it as much as | am. 


| thought of you this morning," he says softly, "When | woke up.. Sleep-deprived and still horny from last 
night..." 


"What did you do?," | ask. 


"What l'm doing to you right now.. Imagining your hand.. Your mouth.. You lying in my bed.. Me moving over 


you... 


The feeling of Duff's hand and fingers on me is great. | close my eyes and try to imagine the scene Duff's 
describing. Lying in bed. Being woken up by the feeling of a body moving over me.. | feel the weight on my back, 
hot skin pressing on mine, hair falling over my shoulders and my shoulder blades. | manage to move a bit and 


turn around. | see green eyes staring back at me, long silky red hair and.. Holy shit! 

My eyes open immediately and | must have gasped a bit too loud because Duff's staring at me. 

"You ok?" 

| don't know if | am, actually. | realize that Duff's still jerking me off and I'm fantasizing about Axl. Oh fuck.. 
This is not good. What do | say to him, now? Crazily enough, this hasn't cooled me down a single bit. I'm even 
more aroused, | think, but | feel kind of guilty at the same time. Like I'm sure Axl wouldn't like me to think 
about him while Duff's giving me a hand-job. 

"Duff... Wait..." | hear myself say and | push his hand away from me. 


"What?" 


‘tm not sure.. | just thought of something..." 


"Something like what?," he says playfully. 

"Axl." 

Duff frowns not understanding what | mean. 

"You're scared he's gonna walk on us?," he asks me. 

"No, l.. | was thinking about Axl when you were doing me... Being in bed with Axl." 
Duff moves away from me with a very odd look in his eyes. 

"You're fucking kidding me, right?" 

"It just happened. It wasn't intentional." 

"Great." 

‘I'm sorry, Duff" 

'f you're sorry, how do you think | feel?," he says before standing up and walking out of the lounge. 


Oh, shit! Shit, shit, shit.. This is not good. This is fucking not good and not fucking possible. Why did | just think 


about him??? 


Indifference looks hot on him 


Axl's POV 


We finally arrived in the next town. | slept through the whole bus ride and woke up when we arrived. Its time 
to go and check the venue. | always go and see what it looks like before we go for sound check, if were close 
enough, but today | really don't feel like doing that. | just want to crawl under the blanket and stay in bed but 
its not that comfy anyway. | tell Slash to go with Izzy and let me know what's up and if there is anything 
unusual. Steven goes with them too. Unfortunately, that means that Duff is staying here with me. | don't think 
he's much happier about it than | am but there's nothing to do around here. You cannot get out and walk 
around. Well, you can but it's a big parking lot. The verwe is in the middle of nowhere outside of town. It's not 
going to be the only time we'll be in here alone anyway so we better try to stay out of each other's way and 


live with it. 


After getting up, | put on a sweater and go to the back lounge to read, hiding under the hood. Duff is sitting in 
front doing whatever, | didn't pay attention. | wonder what Izzy told him from our argument two nights ago, at 
the hotel. I'm not sure he told him anything. It's killing me not to know but at the same time, | can't bring 
myself to ask Duff or Izzy. No way. Talking about Duff and Izzy, they were behaving strangely this morning, 
when | woke up. Yesterday, despite the no-talk occurring, it looked like they were getting along. This morning 
they seemed to avoid each other. | have no idea why. Another thing I'd like to know but | won't ask them 
either. | guess the less | mingle in their thing, the easier it is for me to try to forget about it. 


Half an hour later, | hear Slash and Izzy walking back in. I'm waiting to see them come over and give me a 
briefing to hear their comments but they don't. After five minutes, instead, | hear noise outside. | look through 
the window and see Slash walking away with Duff and Steven. They're getting into a car. Where are they going? 
And where's Izzy? 


| get the answer a minute later, when Izzy walks in the lounge area. 


"| asked Slash to take Duff and Steven for a ride downtown. | thought like that we can talk. It's only you and me 


here," Izzy says. 


l'm a bit surprised by Izzy's initiative but | don't say anything. | tuck myself a little deeper into the couch, 


keeping my head down over the book | was reading. 
"What do you want to talk about?," | sigh. 


"We cannot do the rest of the tour like yesterday," he tells me. "Its freaking out our tour manager. He's gonna 


have a heart attack, and it's fucking boring for everyone else, ok?" 


| don't give a shit about our tour manager's health. 


"Did you say anything to Duff? About what | told you?,” | ask him. 

"Can we leave Duff out of this?" 

"No, we cant" 

"Shit, Axl. It's not about Duff and me. It's about you and me," he says. 

Izzy sits right next to me. | hate to have him so close. | try to move away but l'm stuck in the corner of the 
couch, next to the lounge wall. Izzy pushes the hood of my sweater off my head and | cringe at the contact 
when he smoothes my hair back in place. 

"Did you mean what you said?," he asks. 

"| said many things." 

"You confessed that you basically want me," Izzy says simply with his usual soft and quiet voice. 

He doesn't look angry or upset, he doesn’t ask anything. He just says it and it makes me dizzy. 

"Don't do this," | tell him. 


"Do what?" 


"This, right now. Making me feel even worse and even more guilty for not being able to handle it while you're 


showing off how you can so effortlessly adapt and consider any possible situation that life throws at you" 
"You think it's easy for me?," he asks 

"You sure don't look too bothered with it" 

"Why would | be? You're my best friend. | guess I'm flattered, if that makes you feel better." 

"Fuck, Izzy, really? That's all it does to you?" 


"Not all but.. l'm curious too. | thought | knew you pretty well but obviously, | don't. | didn't expect you to feel 
that way for a guy. You know, because of what you went through as a kid and...” 


"Well, you see, I've been gifted with this shitty joke of a personality that gives me feelings that don't go with 


my way of thinking. | guess someone must enjoy the irony up there." 


"You can change how you think. t's not that difficult." 


"Yeah, right," | sneer. 
"It could work if you would at least give it a try." 


Why does he even say that? | look at him and it's really hard for me. | feel a simultaneous urge to slap him in 
the face and kiss him desperately. | manage to avoid doing either thing. Probably not a good idea, not to 
mention that Izzy can be a mean fighter so | wouldn't want him to punch me back. Jeez, he's just so different 
from me. Perhaps that's why | am attracted to him. He's everything | wish | could be. He's a free spirit and he 
can say fuck off to the world without caring for more than a few seconds. | am always wondering what people 
will think and say about me, | want to prove them wrong and | hold grudges. | just cannot let go and he makes 
indifference looks hot. Yes, really hot. Shit, he does look so good today, dressed all in black and white, even with 
his slightly sickly pale look and drugged up eyes, he looks pretty handsome. 


"| need some fresh air," | tell him and pushes him away before leaving the lounge and the bus. 


Izzy doesn't come after me. That's a relief. But there's nowhere to go so apart from standing by himself like 
an idiot on the parking lot under the watchful eye of our security guy. There is not much | can do here which 


means that ten minutes later, I'm back on the bus and Izzy is still there, of course. 

| leave you the lounge,” he says. 

| notice he's back on his bed. 

"Ill stay here, don't worry, | won't bother you," he tells me. 

| put my hood back on my head and move towards the back closing the thin screen door. 


An hour later, the others are back from their taxi drive or walk or whatever they did. We go for sound check 
and then for the concert. The atmosphere is more normal than yesterday, but not much. Izzy and Duff still 


seem to avoid each other. | wonder what's going on with them now. 


We have a litle after-party when the gig is over. We're not supposed to leave with the bus before midnight 
or LOO am so we can take advantage of relaxing with some groupies around. l'm up for anything tonight. | just 
want to have my mind off the weirdness of these last few days, so the first tall blond that passes within my 
reach will do. | don't have to wait long, of course, and pick a girl to go back to the dressing room. Steven and 


Slash can easily fuck a girl with an audience but | can't. 
When I'm done with the girl and walk back in the party room, there are a few less groupies and a few more 
empty bottles scattered around. Slash and Steven are still here but not Duff and Izzy. | ask Slash where they 


are. 


"No idea," he replies distractedly while nibbling the neck of a blond with big tits. 


Shit, | fucking hope they haven't picked a girl and gone back to the bus again. Or worse, gone back to the bus 
just by themselves! 


I'm pouring myself a drink and push away a pretty brunette who just approached me. I'm no longer in the 
mood. | drink up my glass and pick up my jacket. | need to go out and see where the other two are. As | make 
my way to the exit, our tour manager announces to me that the bus has a problem and needs some repairs 
done. We're stuck for the night and our stuff has been sent to a hotel downtown. We have two cars waiting 


for us for when we want to go there. Great, now we're stuck in Arizona.. Whatever. | need to know where 


Duff and Izzy are. 

| step out and look around, | don't see much because it is quite dark but | don't need to see. | hear them, 
They're yelling at each other. Well, Duffs yelling and Izzy is replying his usual quasi monosyllabic dry tone 
answers, which means he's pretty upset. | walk closer to hear what they're arguing about 

"So you actually don't realize you're a fucking tease?!" 

"Im not," Izzy says. 

"Bloody yes, you arel What do you think you were doing last right?" 

"Nothing. You were doing, | wasn't" 

"Oh, yeah! Like you didn't want me +o?" 

"| didn't say that! 

"Fuck, Izzy, you know how | feel now?!" 

"Bad?" 


"Yeah, sorta! Just keep your smart mouth shut for the rest of the tour, thank youl," Duff throws his arms in 


the air as he screams this last remark at Izzy and walks past me. 
At first, | think he hasn't noticed me but then he stops and turns around, walking back in my direction. 


"And | don't know how you do it but you mess things up even when you're not doing anything},” he tells me and 
then he rushes away back to the verue. 


| hear the all too familiar sound of a slamming door as he gets back in. | have no clue what the hell Duff was 
talking to me about but | think its the first time he yells at me. l'm not too worried about him though. | look 
back on the left where Izzy was with him when they were arguing. | see Izzy sitting on the sidewalk, away 
from the parking lights. He's smoking, eyes closed, one hand curled into a fist in his own hair. | take a few steps 


closer. 


"Hey," | tell him. 

He opens his eyes and looks up at me. 

"What was all this about with Duff?," | ask him. 

"I'm not gonna tell you," he says. 

"Ok. Whatever. We're stuck here for the night. Bus engine problem. We have rooms booked in town" 

"Where are we?," Izzy asks me. 

"Phoenix." 

"Great" 

| think lIl call it a night and take one of the car to the hotel. You're coming or you wanna hang around here?" 
"Lets get the hell out of here," he says standing up. 

| go in to tell the others we're leaving and Slash decides to join us. We hop in one of the cars and get a ride to 
the hotel. The good news is that we were not supposed to stay overnight here so the likelihood that there are 
people waiting for us in front of our hotel is not too high. Indeed, when we arrive, there is nobody. We get our 
room keys and go up to our floors. As it's a last minute booking, they found us rooms at different floors. 
We're taking the elevator and press the three different floors we need to stop at. In the elevator, | move into 
the left corner and Izzy into the right one. Slash stands in the middle, looking at the floor numbers that light 
up alternatively over the door. 

"Is it me or Duff looked pissed off tonight?," Slash asks. 

Izzy gives me a look and rolls his eyes when he hears the question 

"Possible," | answer. 


"He was. He should get laid," Slash concludes. 


This time | give Izzy a look and he smirks back at me. I'm not sure what that means so | don't comment 


further. Slash is the first one to step out. Then we continue towards the lOth floor for me. 
"What's your room number?," | ask Izzy. 


"Why?" 


"Well.. We normally all stay on the same floor. If I'm looking for you.. How do | find you" 
Izzy stares at me with a raised eyebrow. 

"1450" 

"hm 1625," | tell him. 


He nods but doesn't say anything. | don't have time to ask him anything further because we arrive at his floor 


and he loses no time to exit the elevator. 
“night,” he tells me raising his hand before turning left into a corridor. 


What the hell did they argue about? Did they do something and somehow it didn't go as planned? Duff talked 
about something they did last night but last night, we were on the bus. They wouldn't have done anything on 
the bus, no way. Granted, | was very much out of it with all the valium | took. Lucrezia Borgia could have 
banged the whole roadie crew next to me, | wouldn't have woken up, but Slash and Steven would have heard 
something and you can count on Steven for not being discreet about anything. If he had seen Duff and Izzy 


together, the whole world would know by now. 


Two floors up and it's my stop. | arrive in my room and get a drink before falling on the bed and wondering 
what | should do now. | decide to go for a shower, even if | showered already after the concert. | think better 


under water. | must have been a dolphin in a previous life. 


The lamest one-liner in the history of make-out? 


Izzy's POV 


| look through the window. We're downtown in a city but there's not much happening. It's a weekday and it's 
late, | guess that explains. | just took a shower and now l'm sitting here sipping on some Jack by myself. It was 
more fun a few nights ago with Duff around. | really screwed things up with him. That's bad. How can | fix it? 
And that's not the only thing to fix. 


Let's recap the extend of the damages. Axl is still pissed at Duff, | think Of course, Axl is mad at me too 
because of the threesome and the Duff situation He doesn't even know that we did try something last night. 
He would probably try to strangle me and Duff if he knew. Now Duff's furious at Axl but also at me. | would 
say it's understandable that he hates my guts. | did manage to kill our moment yesterday when | told him | 
was thinking of Axl as he was giving me a hand job. This is the kind of things that you can't take back Perhaps 
| should have shut up but it just didn't feel right. The thing is that | did not intentionally think about him. He 
just popped up in my mind and no way | could picture anyone else when | closed my eyes. Did | wanna do that 
with Axl? More than with Duff? A few days ago, | didn't want or need to do anything with either of them. | 
was just happy to get off with the first girl | could find whenever | felt like it. Just sex, not thoughts or 
feelings or consequences. Now here.. Whether it's Duff or Axl, it has consequences and they have feelings and 
emotions and | do too but | don't know which ones for whom. 


Where do | go from here? How do | keep this civilized and make peace with both of them? There's no obvious 
answer. My ever-creative mind gets me to think that we could also try a threesome, Duff, Axl and | but | 
kinda dismiss the whole idea altogether as soon as it forms in my brain. This would get messy and | don't want 
to die in bed with those two. | imagine the headlines after they discover our three cold bodies in a hotel room 
bed. Poor Slash and Steven who will have to give interviews to the press about what happened. We cannot risk 


this. 


| simply want Duff to be cool with me again and to behave normally and | want Axl to be his usual self. Yes, 
everything felt very good with Duff but at this point, we've been interrupted twice, its a sign it should not 
happen. | don't know Duff as well as Axl but | have the feeling that he will recover from all this. With Axl, 
however, this is a different scenario. He doesn't recover from anything. It just piles up on top of all the 


existing problems. 


I'm still shocked that | started to fantasize about him. | never did. All these years we've been friends, close 


friends but | never thought of him like that. Do | like to think of him that way? Why did 1? 
Someone's knocking at the door. I'm not sure | should go and open because | think it's going to be Axl and | have 
no clue what he wants or what to say to him right now. Yet, as if someone is controlling my body, | happen to 


walk across the room and go open the door. Of course, I'm right. It is Axl. 


| don't say anything but | invite him to come in with a hand gesture. 


"Great. Good that you're not asleep yet. | know you said you wouldn't tell me what you and Duff were arguing 
about. l'm not here to ask you about it, ok? Its just that | am all alone in my room and l'm thinking about the 
last few days and | know you're by yourself here, actually | hoped that you would be alone too, meaning not 
with Duff, and so..." 

Jeez, he's talking so fast that he's making me dizzy. | can't stand this. 

"Axl, are you alright?," | interrupt him in the middle of his sentence. 


"Yes, why?," he says looking at me like he has no idea why | ask. 


| look back at him and | see it. His pupils are completely dilated. There's only a very thin green rim circling 


those big black holes. 

"What did you take? Coke?" 

"Yeah, why? You're gonna scold me?" 

"No, im gonna ask you why and where you got it. You're speaking to Duff again now?" 


"Steven's back at the hotel. Anyway, | don't want to speak to Duff seeing how he was talking to you. Why was 


he mad at you?" 

"You just said that you wouldn't be asking me about that," | remind him. 

"Oh, right.. Shit, sorry. | forgot.” 

Axl can be tiring but Axl on coke is really not what | need tonight. 

"Why did you that?," | ask him. 

"| did what?," he laughs at me. 

"Come on.. Take a seat and stop pacing around as well." 

Axl reluctantly sits on the edge of the bed and stops talking. He's looking at me from head to toe. | just put 
my jeans back on after my shower. Now of course, I'm thinking | could have put on a shirt or something 
before letting him in but | didn't think about that then. He's looking at me and | don't know what he's thinking 
because he's high and it's been a while | have seen him like this but | could bet he's mentally peeling off my 


jeans right now. 


| have to tell you something," Axl starts. “Just listen to me, ok? | don't want to repeat it" 


He's so too much when he's high, it's almost funny but | can't laugh right now. That wouldn't help him and | 
would never hear the end of it. 


"| wanted to talk to you and try something, so that's why | needed a little help, hence the coke." 
He cannot stay quiet so he gets up again and takes two steps in my direction, stopping right in my face. 


"| don't know how you do it but | wanna try to do like you. Just doing things and not thinking about it," he tells 


me. 
He puts his hands around my face and pulls me closer to him. 

"No,' | say. 

Axl freezes. 

"What now? | just told you I." 

| know what you just told me. That's why. You need coke to come here and talk to me? You need to get high 
to kiss me? | can't believe this. At least Duff is man enough to own his feelings and do things with his own 
will." 

"What the hell does that mean? What did you..? Did you fuck with him?," Axl glares at me. 

"No, | didn't, even if its none of your business. Who do you think | am?" 

"He said you did something last night" 

"We didn't do much," | say to dismiss the issue. 

"But you wanted to? Why do you do things with him and not with me? He's drunk all the time, he's not much 
more sober than | am right now, and he snorts coke for lunch and dinner, come on. And anyway, look who's 
talking? You're smacked out permanently. You think you're better than me? | was trying at least! | was trying 
to let you know that l.. Oh, fuck it! Just forget this! You can be such a slut! Go back to Duff!" 

Axl gets out of my room without leaving me time to say or do anything. What is he trying to prove now? 
Should | go after him? He's upset at me. It might just make him more annoyed to see me at his door. Well, 
how much more annoyed can he be anyway? So | put on the first shirt that | can find in my clothes bag and 


throw it on before going out. What room is he again? 1625, | think Let's go up there and find out. 


| knock twice. I'm not gonna beg him to open and l'm not gonna make a scene, even if this motherfucker just 


called me a slut. He probably knows it's me so if he doesn't open, it means he really doesn't want to see me. | 


know he's not sleeping, not now, not with the coke. He might try to come down faster with valium or something 


else but it will take a little while. 

"Go away," | hear from the other side of the door. 
"Just wanna make sure you're ok," | tell him. 

‘lm not ok, now go away." 

"You're not gonna sleep now. Just let me in," | say. 


No answer from the other side of the door. | guess he wants me to leave. | turn around and walk away, but 


then | hear a door opening behind me. 

"Why do you care?," he says. 

"Don't be such a drama queen. | always care. You're just doing stupid things," | tell him while | walk in his room. 
"Duff is pissed at you and me. And | don't even know why he's pissed at me." 

"That one's gonna make you laugh. He's pissed at you because of me. Because of last night. We just kissed and.. 
Fooled around a bit but when | closed my eyes and he was touching me, | saw you. Your face, your fucking 
angel face. It's you that my mind brought up unconsciously. | told Duff to stop, | pushed him away. | told him 


why. | told him | was thinking about you. That's why he's pissed at both of us, but mainly me." 


Axl doesn't say anything and looks away from me. If | didn't know better, I'd swear he's blushing right now but 


he has almost no light on in his room so it's not easy to see. 
"You really think | do things without thinking about them?," | ask him. 
"| didn't mean it in general, Izz. | meant.. Experimenting with Duff" 


"ım not like that. | didn't want to hurt him. | know | have to fix that. But | surely didn't want you to have to 


take drugs to be able to act on any feelings you have for me." 
Axl sits in the chair next to the bed and continues to avoid eye contact. 


"How do you do it? How do you change how you feel about something? | don't know why | want something that 


| cannot seem to do. It's driving me crazy," he says. 


"Stop thinking about what you want to do. Stop thinking about the act, the thing itself.. Just feel and go with 


the sensations. Whatever makes you feel good," | tell him. 


He finally looks at me, staring intently. He's not looking mad anymore. He's processing what | just told him, | 
believe. He's so conflicted about his feelings, it is odd to witness. | can't really understand how it is for him, 
inside, in his head. | just know he is like that. 

"Come here," | say, extending my hand to him. 

He takes it and stands up. 

"Do you want to go for a walk outside? To take your mind off things till you come down?" 

He says no with his head. 

"Ok, we can watch ty then" 

"No, | wanna try," he says. 

| blink at him. 

"Try what?" 

"What you said. Just feeling and stop thinking.” 

"Ax, it's not a good idea. Not now." 


"Yes, now. Sit down and stop talking." 


There he is, Axl's bossy side is back Coke must be wearing off already. | guess Steven hasn't given him too 
much. So | sit on the couch and watch Axl sitting right next to me. 


"And now?," | inquire. 
"Let me try, ok? But don't touch me. Just let me do what | feel like doing. Can you do that?,” he asks. 


Of course, making out with Axl couldn't be a simple matter, right? But he's dead set on trying whatever he 
has in mind so short of arguing again with him, which has become fucking tiring lately, | have no choice but to 


say yes. 


"Ok, go ahead," | tell him, not quite sure what l'm in for. 


He smiles at me then he unzips and takes off his hoodie. He doesn't wear anything under it. I'm waiting for him 
to kiss me, taking things basically where we left them in my room a few minutes ago. | have to say I'm looking 
forward to that but this is not happening. Instead he's moving his hands up and caresses my face before 

letting them run into my hair. | feel his fingers tracing over my scalp, slowly sliding over the back of my head 


and my neck and from the side of my neck to my shoulders. He's looking at me but not at my eyes. It's like 
he's studying my face, what he has just touched. His hands move down to my shirt and he starts to unbutton 
it. When it's undone, he pushes the front parts of my shirt to the sides to expose my chest and slowly moves 
against me, sitting across my lap. His hands are resting on my chest, sliding up to my necklace and his head is 
now brushing against my shoulder. | feel his breath on my skin and it gives me tingles all over. Shit, | really 
would like to kiss him now but | don't want to spook him and | agreed to his little game so here | am, sitting 
and enduring his caresses. It turns out it's a sweet torture so far but l'm not sure how long | can stay 
passive like this. 


Axl turns his face towards me. | can feel his mouth on my collar bone. He's not really kissing me there but | 
feel his mouth trailing over the shape of my bone, from my shoulder to the tip that's sticking out a bit above 
the center of my chest. Finally, | feel his mouth curling up and the warmth of his lips on me, at the base of 
my throat and moving up on the side. He's kissing me now, all the way up where you can feel the pulse on 
someone's throat. | even feel the tip of his tongue giving me small licks there. It feels so good but | manage to 
resist the urge to move my arms up and grab him and pull him against my mouth to kiss him. | still cannot 
help the moan and sigh that escape my mouth as he does this. 


"Fuck, Axl.. Yeah... Like that.. So good..." 


He doesn't say anything but continues, | feel one of his hand sliding down my side and snaking back towards the 
small of my back. 


"How do | taste?," | ask him softly. 

He stops what he was doing. Shit. 

"Can we just do this and not say anything?," Axl tells me. 

| look at him and shake my head at his comment. 

"This must be the lamest thing | ever heard when making-out," | answer. 

"Oh, just shut up, Izzy." 

Strangely enough, this silly exchange of sentences doesn't ruin the mood. On the contrary, finally, Axl cups my 
face in his hands after telling me to shut up and effectively make sure | don't speak anymore. He's kissing me 
now. At last! Its soft and hot and | can feel the pressure from his mouth. This is not a tentative kiss. This is 
full on mouth and his tongue his prodding my mouth to enter and taste me more. Axl tilts my head on the 
side a little bit and | open up for him. Our tongues connect and start to move in sync and | feel my cock 


hardening. 


Fuck, this feels great. He's not holding back and he's a good kisser. | know I'm good but so is he. We're quite a 
match for that. Ok, so now, this is really becoming too much and | can't just sit there and do nothing. So | 


move my head away to break the kiss. 

"Axl, fuck, this is driving me insane. | can't stay like this. | need to touch you.. | need to hold you..," | tell him. 
He's looking straight into my eyes, still holding my face in his hands. 

"I like this, Izz.. But l'm not sure if | can do more or.." 


"Fine, Axl, but.. Why can't | touch you?," | ask and my tone makes it sound like I'm begging him, which actually | 


am. 
He's not replying immediately. He's looking down and he moves his hand away from my face. 


Im scared its gonna remind me of.. When he was touching me. My step-father. | hated to feel his hands on 


me. 


Holy shit. Yeah, of course. | didn't think of that. But he does. That's most likely been in the back of his mind all 


the time he was touching me. 
"| don't know what to say, Axl." 


"It feels so good.. The contact with your skin like this... | love to touch you. | wish | could enjoy this too, your 
hands on me." 


"Hey, look at me," | say. "It's never gonna be the same. I'm never gonna touch you the same way, for the same 


thing. You can trust me." 

Axl's coked up eyes lock into mine again. 

"| know," he says. "But I'm fucked up." 

"Shh... Take my hand." 

He doesn't move or do anything so | take his right hand and put it on my left one. 


"Take my hand and make me touch you.. Guide me. What you want, how you want it.. But please let me touch 


you. It's a torture otherwise." 
He's chuckling at my last remark 


His eyes travel down from my face to my hand. He ends up picking it up and hesitantly raises it towards him. 


Eventually, he guides it to his chest, a bit on his right. He puts it over his heart and | can feel is body 


shivering under my palm. Now he's looking back at me and leans over to kiss me again. It's a good thing l'm 
sitting because | could have just fainted here. 


Room Service 


Duff's POV 


l'm kinda glad we're stuck overnight here because that means hotel night and that means a good decent bed 
where | can stretch and sleep properly. | haven't slept well since a few days, of course, but | hope being here 
away from the rest of the band in our crammed bus will do me some good. | don't want to remember about 
last night but it just keeps coming back and I'm sad and frustrated and angry and fed up so l'm hoping the 
comfy bed and the vodka will do the trick. 


| hate myself for having been so transparent in the first place. Izzy said he had not noticed anything so how 
did Axl see it? How on earth did he notice | was looking at Izzy differently in the last few days and why did he 
have to go and tell Izzy? Axl's jealous apparently. If he wanted to rip this in the bud, well done to him. He just 
did it. | wonder what he's been telling Izzy to be in his mind even when | was with him. | know Axl a little bit by 
now. I'm sure as hell he is just jealous that someone else is interested in his precious little best friend. | can't 
believe that Axl would actually want to be with Izzy. Its so not Axl. No, he just wants people to do what he 


wants, not what they want. He's a great guy but this side of him is fucking unbearable sometimes. 


| was enjoying being around Izzy, getting cozy on the bus when the others were sleeping, talking stupid stuffs, 
then getting a bit intimate. | was already looking forward to our next two-day stay when we have two shows 
in the same place. That's the coming week-end. We will be in a hotel and | was thinking | would manage to sneak 
up to his room and spend the night with him. | have never slept with a guy and | don't think Izzy has but | was 
up for trying anything he would have wanted to, or not. Whatever, but just having some fun and some hot 
time was all | wanted. 


| don't know why I've never noticed being attracted to guys before. Izzy's the first one. Sure, | thought David 
Bowie was looking hot when | was 20 but who wouldn't? 


| toss and turn for the lOth time in this bed. l'm restless even if I'm tired | wish | could just fall asleep and 


dream of him. 


| couldn't control myself earlier and | had to yell at Izzy. | was really upset for yesterday night but now | feel 
bad. | mean, we just had a rough start but maybe we could have tried again. Third time's a charm, right? Now, 
after what | told him, he will not want to be around me anymore. He was probably not teasing me. | don't 
believe that Izzy is mean like that. He seemed to enjoy, he told me he was waiting for me to do something... 


That playful look in his eyes. It drew me in like a magnet. Oh, shit... | fucked it up big time with him now.. 


The last thing | remember from last night was that | wanted to dream of me and Izzy. Now that l'm waking 

up, | don't recall any dream. Maybe | did have one but | have no memory of it. | did sleep fairly well, though. A 
deep heavy sleep that takes a while to emerge from. | turn on my side and check the clock on the nightstand. 
10.30 am. Not bad at all. | must have slept 7 hours or so. They said we have to leave the hotel at noon today. 


We have a short drive to the next place fortunately, so there won't be any issues or delays with the concert 


tonight. | guess we'll just head for sound check right when we come into town. 
| should get up and shower but l'm so sleepy still and this bed is big and warm and | love all those pillows and 
cushions they have in hotels. | can stay in here for another half an hour, have a little vodka to put me right, 


‘cause | think | didn't finish the bottle last night, and then I'll see. | turn around on my stomach and bury my 
face in one of the big fluffy pillows. 


| don't enjoy this for more than one minute because | hear a few knocks on the door and ‘room service - 
breakfast being announced. Shit. | don't wanna get up.. But maybe I'll be hungry after the shower. | guess our 
tour manager ordered breakfast to be delivered to each of us. So | drag myself out of bed and quickly put on 
my boxers. | swing the door open and my eyes fall on Izzy standing in front of me with a cardboard tray with 
two coffees and a bag of donuts. 

"I woke you up, right? Sorry," he says with a half-smile. 

"What the hell are you doing here?" 

"I just told you. Breakfast," he gestures with the donuts bag. 

"| don't wanna share breakfast with you." 

"I know this is not gonna fix anything but | gotta start somewhere," he says. 

I'm still sleepy and l'm weak obviously because against my better judgement, | let him come in. 

Izzy walks to the couch and put the coffees and the donuts on the low table in front of him. 


"Duff, | never..." he starts but | don't let him finish. 


"| don't wanna talk and | don't want your apologies, lzz. Save it, ok? | let you in because I'll be hungry in half an 


hour and | can do with coffee when | just got up." 


Izzy looks at me with a frown. I've managed to catch him off balance, it seems. I'm sure he was walking in here 
thinking he would talk his way out of the situation smoothly, as he often does. I've seen him handle people and 
he can charm his way around most of them so | don't even want To give him a chance to do that with me. 


| think he got the message because he doesn't insist or tries to say anything else. He picks up one of the 
coffee cups and takes a sip. | do the same but | can't drink coffee that hot so | put it back on the table. | get 
up to go get my cigarettes and come back to sit on the chair. He's staring at me now but he still doesn't say 
anything. | guess it's my fault, | just told him not to apologize and apparently that's all he wanted to do. 


"You're not asking me how l'm doing?,” | tell him. 


"| don't need to ask, | can see how you're doing," he replies. 
"Axl heard us yesterday on the parking lot. | guess he must be pleased, right?" 


Izzy's look is hazy and calm. He doesn't look nervous or upset when | bring this up. Ok, it's morning and he 


must have shot up not too long ago but still, he's too quiet for my own comfort. 
"I spent the night with Axl," Izzy tells me. 


What??? | drop my cigarette on my knee and burn myself. Izzy is quicker than me and wears shoes so he 


smashes his foot over it on the carpet before it makes any damage. 
"We didn't fuck. | just slept in his room," he clarifies after seeing my gaping face. 
"| don't get it, Izz. You're coming here to rub it in my face now? Really? You have nothing better to do?" 


"No, Duff, it's not like that. Axl is going through some bad shit right now with everything that's happened in 
these last few days, things from his past he's thinking about again. He has feelings too, even if he can be an 


asshole." 
"Yes, so what?", | say. 


"| feel things for him, Duff. After last night, it's scaring me how much and what | feel but | want to see 

where it goes. | know it doesn't change anything for you. And you probably don't really care at this point but | 
was not playing with you, never. | was clueless myself. | did not know he would crawl under my skin that way, 
so fast, after he simply said to me that he was thinking of me this way. But now he's there and | don't want 


him anywhere else." 


Izzy says this while hugging himself. Maybe mentally he's hugging an invisible Axl? | don't think he even noticed 
he did that while he was talking to me. 


| look at Izzy and l'm so mad. I'm so mad at myself right now because | believe him. | see his face and his eyes 
when he speaks about Axl and if this is not the real deal, somehow, this is as close as it can get. And | have 
to admit that as much as | was and still am attracted to him, | cannot tell him that he is the love of my life 
and | want to grow old with him and whatever other absolute statement he may be into with Axl. | mean, he's 
great but | didn't think too much further beyond having a good time and | didn't think he was looking for 
anything else either. Maybe it would have become something else, I'm not saying | wouldn't have wanted that 
but who knows now? | don't know but | don't think it could have been that intense serious thing that Izzy is 
trying to explain right now without saying much. | just know that Izzy doesn't talk a lot and certainly doesn't 
talk about feelings and emotions like this. So maybe l'm a stupid romantic loser but if they have that together, 


it's not something | want to mess up. 


"We have to be downstairs in an hour almost. I'll let you shower and whatever," he says standing up and picking 
up his coffee. 


"Wait, Izzy." 


| walk up to him and feel like a weight has been lifted from my shoulders, even if his morning visit just means 


that we're done before we even started. 

‘I'm sorry I've been an ass when you arrived. | was still upset about last night, well, two nights ago," | tell him. 
"| get it." 

"But its pointless. | mean, what good does it do? | don't want to lose you as a friend," | tell him. 


Shit, Duff, | don't want any of that. | just want you to believe me when | say | did not mean to mess with you 


or tease you, as you said.” 

‘| believe you," | tell him. 

And | do. 

"Thanks," he says putting his hand on my shoulder. 

‘Is Axl ok? | mean, for tonight and the show?," | ask. 

"Yeah, | guess.. But if he's a bit off, you know? Don't worry. He'll get better hopefully." 

"Ok," | say. 

"Thanks, Duff" 

Izzy walks out. l'm not sure what these two are getting themselves into but it's gonna be difficult. | hope Izzy 
doesn't get hurt. As annoyed as | am about what didn't happen between us, | don't want Axl to mess him up. 
Though | guess he knows what he's doing. Izzy is a big boy. He knows Axl inside out, right? Or at least, it 


seems like that. 


| check the clock and it's 10.45. | better start to get ready. 


Not Below the belt 


Author's Notes: 
Just wanted to say a very big thanks for all the reviews and the ‘read’, | often read and enjoy a lot of fics 
which | don't necessarily review for various reasons, but they all counts, so l'm happy many people looked at 


this one and gave it a try. 


Axis POV 


Izzy left a few hours ago. | think it was right after 8 o'clock when he got up and said he would go to his room 
to shower and get changed. He told me he wanted to go and talk to Duff before we would get back on the bus. 
He didn't say it but | also know he needed to fix himself. | stayed in bed another hour after he left, rolling over 
on the side of the bed where he slept, trying to feel his heat and smell a little longer. 


Now it's almost time to go but I'm still in my room, having hot tea with honey. | always do that. | have our 
tour manager calling me from the reception desk when the bus or the car is there to pick us up. | don't want 
to hang around in the lobby downstairs and get annoyed by fans or just being looked at when people come in 
and out. 


Last night was all | was craving but never knew | wanted. It was also completely unexpected. Izzy was acting 
very different than what | thought he would in that situation | guess we both were. Being with a girl has 
never been an issue for me. | enjoy it, no question about that and | would never have issues if female hands 
roam around my body. And | know Izzy, I've seen him. He's not shy in bed when he's with a girl. But being with 
a guy was such a frightening prospect that | never thought | could manage it and | guess we were going about 


it completely differently. 


Izzy was really cool and patient and restrained | think he made as much efforts to curb his enthusiasm and 
not scare me as | made to try to get used to be so close to him. But shit, it was worth it. That make-out 
session on the couch was hot. Forget the blue balls, it didn't matter. | didn't want more and he didn't push me. | 
understand he wanted to touch me but | had to tell him why | was so afraid of it. | was so scared that he 
would back off when | told him, that it would be too much to handle. | know Izzy and when things get messy or 
uncomfortable, he can run away. He doesn't like complications. But thank god, no, he did not leave or chicken out 


and better than that, he made it work for me. 


I'm still conflicted about that part and the physical contact from a guy but after last night, it's better. After | 
put one of his hands on me, | remember | took the other and made him caress my face, then my arms. It felt 
great when he caressed my back, the way he moved his fingers up and down over my spine. | asked him to 
caress my neck too but that was tough at first. 


He would sometimes choke me when | was resisting him too much. He would put his hands around my throat 


and squeeze, hard. | was always so fucking scared he would strangle me for real, and yet, all | wanted to do 
when he was touching me was to die, so | never understood why it was not more of a relief when he was 
doing it. | recall | wore turtle necks in the next few days when he would do that so people couldn't see the 


bruises. 


| told Izzy not to grab my neck or put his hands around it, just to stroke it. He was good at that, shit, very 
good; he made me purr like a pussycat. His hands are used to brush up and down a guitar neck and they're 
great at brushing over me too. | love the feel of his left hand and his calloused fingers. It's a little rough and 
scratchy but it's perfect for me. My step-father had soft hands, so strangely enough, | like that Izzy's hands 
are a bit worn out and that they feel different. 


He kissed me too. | told him no issues with kissing so he unleashed his magic lips over mine and got me drunk 
with them. | was coming down from the coke high gradually but Izzy was getting me high again. | didn't want 
the feeling to stop so | asked him if he would sleep in my bed. Just sleeping. He said yes and we moved over to 
the bed. He slept with his jeans on because he wasn't wearing anything under. | was just wearing my 
underwear. | asked him not to touch me below the waist and he did not. | was turned on and my dick was 
ready to go and he must have felt it when we were sitting against each other but | was already on sensation 
overload and | wouldn't have been able to cope with anything further. | know he was in the same situation as 
me. | could feel him against my leg as | held him close when we were lying in bed. l'm not sure for how long I'l 
have this boxing rule on but for now, nothing below the belt. I'll see how it goes. | want to be able to do more 
and | won't mind touching him but letting him feel me will take longer. | have to come around and feel at ease 
with it. He reassured me and said he would wait and let me make the call. So | fell asleep holding him in my 


arms and | slept well, even if it was not very long. 


The phone ring almost gives me a heart attack. | was far away daydreaming about last night. | pick up and get 
the message that the bus is repaired and we're ready to go. | pick up my bag and walk out. I'm kinda looking 
forward to tonight. We'll be on the bus but | don't care. The others will know soon enough. The only thing | 
need to do is talk to Duff. | feel like shit for him. | hope Izzy could speak with him too but | have to talk to 
him as well. I've treated him like crap and he did nothing wrong. Actually, he opened my eyes to Izzy so | 
should thank him for that. Well, we'll see if he even wants to speak with me. 


As we get our stuff loaded in the bus and we step in, | take Izzy away from the others and ask him if he 
managed to talk things through with Duff. He says he thinks so. 


We depart right away after we're all onboard. Duff is sitting and talking with Slash who's playing on his 


acoustic. 
"Can | borrow him?", | tell Slash before moving my gaze to Duff. 
"Sure," Slash smiles. 


"You need me for?," Duff asks in a very neutral tone that doesn't let me see whether he's just pretending all 


is ok in front of the others or if he actually is fine. 


“Girl talk," | tell him and lead him to the back lounge. 


Slash looks at us with a dubious frown on his forehead and lzzy smirks from the front seats where he was 


sitting and smoking with Steven. 
"What are they up to?," | hear Slash asks Izzy. 
"No idea," he answers. 


| don't know if they were still wondering about us behind our backs but | can't hear them anymore once we 


are in the lounge and | close the screen door. 
"Izzy told me he spoke with you this morning," | tell him. "I guess it's my turn" 


"We don't have to talk, Axl. Its ok. I'm not hating you or him. By the way, he told me that you and him.. Do the 
others know?," Duff asks. 


"No, they don't but | guess they'll notice. We're on a bus, it's not like there's much privacy around. | don't care 


about that. We just need to be careful outside of here. That's not what | want to talk to you about." 

"I've had enough ‘talks' for a week, thanks," Duff tells me using air quotation marks when he says ‘talks’. 

"Last one for this week. | know | behaved like a fucking idiot. | didn't know what else to do or say. It wasn't you, 
your fault. It would have been the same if someone else had been in your place. | realized | needed Izzy like 
that because of you. So | did what | do best. | just exploded and blamed you. | shouldn't have." 

Duff stands there in front of me and doesn't say anything. 

"Actually, l'm a bit lying if | tell you that it would have been the same if it was anyone else because it's not 
true. You're one of the nicest guys | know and you're his friend and you're.. well, you know.. good-looking, so... | 
freaked out even more because | could definitely see Izzy say yes to you." 

"Is this an apology?,” Duff asks me with a smile, arms crossed over his chest. 

I'm sure he's enjoying this, bastard.. 

Its an explanation of my latest behavior," | tell him. 


"Sure... So you're explaining to me why you're apologizing, right?" 


“Shut up, Duff" 


“Alright, | won't give you too much of a hard time because we have a gig tonight and | don't want you all 
worked up and pissed off but we're good, ok? You, Izzy, me.. We're good. Back to normal, well.. Back to what 
we're used to." 

"Good.. Great," | say. 

"But | might still check him out when you're not watching. | can't help it," he adds. 

My face must have looked ridiculous when | heard him say that because Duff is laughing out loud as he opens 
the screen door to leave the lounge. I'm not even sure he's joking. Whatever. | guess he's not the only one 
looking at him. Every time we're on stage there might be people looking at him. I'll keep that in mind to try to 
stay cool about it. Yeah, right, like its my style.. 

"Hey, Axl.. One thing, though," he says before walking away. 

"What?" 

"Be good with Izzy," he just says. 

Yeah, for sure. | better not fuck this up. | don't think I'll find another one like him, ever. 

At the front of the bus, | see Duff sitting back where he was with Slash. Steven is looking for some things in 


his bag and Izzy's looking at me. He gives me a look when he sees Duff joining back Slash. | nod at him and he 
nods back with his usual smirk before turning his head away and continuing to talk with Steven. 


THE END 


